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K.  HENRY  IV. 

W I T H T H E 

HUMOURS 

O F 

Sir  yOHN  VAL  STAFF. 


A C T I.  3 e E N E I. 

« 

Ente?'  King.,  Lord  John  ^/Lancafter,  £’jr/^Weftmorland,  zmh  others. 
King, 

O fhaken  as  we  are,  fb  wan  with  Care, 

Find  we  a time  lor  frighted  Peace  to  pant  : 

No  more  lhall  trenching  War  channel  her  Fields. 

Nor  bruife  her  Flowrets  with  the  armed  Hoofs 
Of  Hoftile  Paces. 

The  edge  of  War,  like  an  ill-fheathed  Knife,  ' 

No  more  fliall  cut  his  Matter.  Then  let  me  hear- 
Of  you  my  gentle  Coufin  Wejimerland, 

What  yefternight  our  Council  did  decree,  ■ 

In  forwarding  this  dear  Expedience. 

Weft.  My  Liege:  This  hatte  was  hot  in  quettion, 

And  many  limits  of  the  Charge  fet  down 
But  yetternight : When  all  athwart  there  came 
A Pott  from  Wales,  loaden  with  heavy  News  j 
Whofe  wortt  was,  That  the  Noble  Mortimer^ 

' Leading  the  Men  of  Herefordjhire  to  fight  ' 

Againtt  the  irregular  and  wild  Glen  dower, . 

Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  WelJhmanX^YQn, 

And  a thoufand  of  his  People  butchered  : 

Upon  whofe  dead  Corps  there  w^as  fuch  mifufe, 
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Such  beaftly,  fhamelefs  transformation, 

Sy  tho^WeJJhmi^e  may  not  be  < 

(Without  much  lhame)  re- told  or  fpoken  of. 

It  feems  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  Broil, 

Brake  off  oui  byfinefs  for  the  Holy  Land.  ^ 

Weft.  Tli^  matcht,  with  other  like^  my  gracious  Lord;. 
Far  more  uifeven  and  unwelcome  News 
Came  from  the  North,  and  thus  it  did  report : 

On  Holy-Rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotfpiir  there, 

Young  Harry  Vercy^  and  brave  Archibald^ 

That  ever  valiant  and  approved  Scot^ 

At  Holmt^dn  met,  wher^tl^y  d^  fpend 
A lad  and  bloody  four  :•  ’ I.  ^ 

As  by  difcharge  of  the!'*  Artillery 

And  iTiape  of  UkelHiood  the  News  was  told : 

For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  Heat 
And  pride  of  their  Contention,  did  take  Horfe, 

Uncertain  of  the  iflue  any  way.  ^ . 

Kwg.  Here  is  a dear  and  true  induftrious  Friend, 

Sir  Walter  Blunt ^ new  lighted  from  his  Horfe, 

And  he  hath  brought  us  fmooth  and  welcome  News. 

The  Earl  of  Dowglas  is  difcomtited, 

Ten  thoufand  bold  Scois^  two  and  twenty  Knights 
BalkA  in  their  own  Blood  did  Sir  Walter  fee 
OwHohnedon^sYWm^,  OfPriloners,  Hotfpur  took 
Alordake  Earl  of  ¥ife^  and  elddf  Son 
•To  beaten  Dowglas^  and  the  Earl  of  Athol^ 

Of  Marty^  Angus^  and  Mentelth. 

And  is  not  this  an  Honourable  Spoyl  ? 

A gallant  Prize  ? Ha,  Coufin,  is  it  not  > In  faith  it  is. 

Weji,  A Conqueft  for  a Prince  to  boaft  of. 

King,  Yea,  there  thou  mak’ft  me  fad,  and  mak’R  me  fin 
In  envy,  that  my  Lord  Northumberland 
Should  be  the  Father  of  lb  bleft  a Son  : 

WhiFft  I by  looking  on  the  Praife  of  him. 

See  Ryot  and  Difhonour  Rain  the  Brow 

Of  my  young  Harry.  O that  it  could  be  prov’d, 

That  fome  Night-tripping  Fairy  had  exchang’d, 

In  Cradle-cloaths,  our  Children  where  they  lay. 

And  call’d  mine  Fercy^  his  Flantagenet : 

Then  would  I have  his  Uarry^  and  he  mine  : 

But  let  him  from  my  Thoughts.  What  think  you.  Coze, 
Of  this  young  Fercids  Pride  > The  Prifoners, 

Which  he  in  this  Adventure  hath  furpriz’d, 

To  his  own  ufe  he  keeps,  and  fends  me  word 
I (hall  have  none  but  Mardake  Earl  of  fife. 
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Weft.  This  is  his  Uncles  teaching.  This  is  Worcefter^ 

Malevolent  to  you  ifi  all  AlpeSls : 

Which  makes  him  prune  himfelf,  and  briftle  up  .i 

The  creft  of  Youth  againft  your  Dignity. 

Kwg.  But  I havefent  for  him  to  anfwer  this: 

And  for  this  caufe  a while  me  muft  negleft 
Our  holy  purpofe  to  Jerufalem. 

Coufin,  on  Wcdnefday  next,  our  Council  we  will  hold 
At  Windfor^  fo  inform  the  Lords, 

But  come  your  felf  with  fpeed  to  us  again, 

For  more  is  to  be  faid,  and  to  be  done, 

Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

Weji.  I will,  my  Liege.  [Exeunt. 

S C E N E \l. 

Enter  Henry  Frince  ^ Wales,  Sir  John  Falffaffi 

Eal.  Now  Haf  what  time  of  day  is  it,  Lad  > 

Frincc.  Thou  art  fo  fat-witted  with  drinking  of  old  Sack  and  unbut- 
toning thee  after  Supper,  and  fleeping  upon  Benches  in  the  afternoon, 
that  thou  haft  forgotten  to  demand  that  truly,  which  thou  wouldft  truly 
know.  What  a Devil  haft  thou  to  do  with  the  time  of  the  day  ? unlefs 
Hours  were  Cups  of  Sack,  and  Minutes  Capons,  and  Clocks  the  Tongues 
of  Bawds.  Lfeeno  reafon  why  thou  fhouldft  be  fo  fuperfluous,  to  de- 
mand  the  time  of  the  day. 

Eal.  Indeed  you  came  near  me  now,  Hal.  For  we  that  take  Purfes, 
go  by  <he  Moon  and  feven  Stars,  and  not  by  Fhcebus.^  he,  that  wan- 
dring Knight  fo  fair.  And  I pray  theefweet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King, 
as  God  fave  thy  Grace,  Majefty  I fhould  fay,  for  Grace  thou  wdlt  have 
none. 

Prince.  What!  none? 

Eal.  No,  not  fo  much  as  . will  ferve  to  be  Prologue  to  an  Egg  and 
Butter. 

^ Frince.  Well,  how  then  > Come  roundly,  roundly. 

Eal.  Marry  then,  fweet  Wag,  when  thou  art  King,  let  not  us  that  are 
Squires  of  the  Nightsbody,  be  call’d  Thieves  of  the  Days  Beauty.  Let 
us  be  D/^;;/7’sForefters,  Gentlemen  cf‘  the  Shade,  Minions  of  the  Moon 
and  let  Men  fay,  we  be  Men  of  good  Government,  being  governed-  as 
the  Sea  is,  by  our  noble  and  chaft  Miftrefs  the  Moon,  under-whofe 
countenance  w.e  fteal. 

Frince.  Thou  fay’ft  well,  audit  holds  well  too:  for  the  Fortune  of 
us  that  are  the  Moons  Men,  doth  ebb  and  flow  like  the  Sea,  being^  go- 
verned as  the  Sea  is,  by  the  Moon : as  for  proof  Now  a -Purle  of  Gold 
rnoft  refolutely  fnatch’d  on  Mondiry^  night,  and  moft  diffolutely  fpent  on 
Tuejday  morning  ^ got  with  fwcaring.  Laid  by  : And  fpent  \yith  crying, 
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Bring  in : Now  in  as  low  an  ebb,  as  the  foot  of  the  Ladder  9 and  by  and 
by  in  as  high  a flow  as  the  ride  of -the  Gallows. 

FaL  Thou  fay’d:  true,  Lad : And  is  not  my  Hoftefs  of  the  Tavern  a 
mod:  fweet  Wench  ? , 

Pri;2ce,  As  is  the  Honey,  my  old  Lad  of  the  Caftle : and  is  not  a 
Buff  Jerkin  a mod  fweet  Robe  of  durance  > 

FiL  How,  how>  hovv  now  mad  Wag  ? What  in  thy  quips  and  thy 
quiddities  ? What  a Plague  have  I to  do  with  a Buft' Jerkin  > 

P;  'irtcc.  Why,  what  a Pox  have  I to  do  with  my  Hodels  of  the  Ta- 
vern ? 

FaL  Well,  thou  had  call’d  her  to  a reckoning  many  a time  and  oft. 

Prince.  Did  I ever  call  thee  for  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

FaL  No,  PIl  give  thee  thy  due,  thou  had  paid  all  there. 

Prince,  Yea  and  elfewhere,  fo  far  as  my  Coyn  would  dretch,  and 
where  it  would  not,  I have  us’d  my  Credit. 

E//.  Yea,  and  lb  us’d  it,  that  were  it  here  apparent,  that  thou  art 
Heir  apparent.  But  I prythee  fweet  Wag,  (hall  there  beGallows  dand- 
ing  in  England  when  thou  art  King.  ? and  Refolution  thus  fobb’d  as  it 
is,  with  the  rudy  curb  of  old  Father  Antick  the  Law  ? Do  not  thou 
when  thou  art  a King,  hang  a Thief. 

Prince.  No,  thou  lhalt. 

FaL  Shall  I ? O rare  I I’ll  be  a brave  Judge. 

Prince.  Thou  judged  falfe  already.  I mean,  thou  dialt  have  the 
hanging  of  the  Thieves,  and  lb  become  a rare  Hangman. 

FdL  Well,  Hal,^  well : and  in  fome  fort  it  jumps  with  my  humour, 
as  well  as  waiting  in  the  Court,  I can  tell  you. 

Prince.  For  obtaining  of  Suits  > 

FaL  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  Suits,  whereof  the  Hangman  hath  no  lean 
Wardrobe.  I am  as  melancholy  as  a Gyb-Cat,  or  a lugg’d  Bear. 

Prin.  Or  an  old  Lion,  or  a Lovers  Lute. 

FdL  Yea,  or  the  Drone  of  a Lingcolnjhire  Bagpipe. 

Prin.  What  fay’d  thou  to  a Flare,  or  the  Melancholly  of  Moor- 
Ditch? 

FaL  Thou  had  the  mod  unlavoury  Similes,  and  art  indeed  the  mod 
com^parative  ra (called  fweet  young  Prince.  But,  //^/,  I prythee  trou- 
ble me  no  more  with  vanity,  I would  thou  and  I knew,  where  a Com- 
modity of  good  Names  were  to  be  bought : an  old  Lord  of  the  Coun- 
cil rated  me  the  other  day  in  the  dreet  about  you.  Sir  ^ but  I mark’d 
him  not,  and  yet  he  talk’d  very  wifely,  but  I regarded  him  not,  and  yet 
he  talkt  wifely,  and  in  the  dreet  too.  ^ 

Prince.  Thou  didd  well : for  no  man  regards  it. 

FaL  O,  thou  had  damnable  iteration,  and  art  indeed  able  to  corrupt 
a Saint.  Thou  had  done  much  harm  unto  me,  i/^/,  God  fbrgiv^e  thee 
for  it  Before  I knew  thee,  Hal,^  I knew  nothing : and  now  I am  (if  a 
Mandiould  fpeak  truly)  little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked.  I mud  give 
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this  life,  and  I will  give  it  over : and  I do  not,  I am  a Villain* 
rie  be  damn’d  for  never  a King  s Son  in  Chriftendom. 

¥rin.  Where  (hall  we  take  a Purle  to  morrow,  Jack  ? 

¥al.  Where  thou  wilt,  Lad,  I’ll  make  one  : and  I do  not,  call  me 
Villain,  and  baffle  me. 

?rin.  I fee  a good  amendment  of  life  in  thee : From  Praying,  to  Purfe- 
taking. 

Fal.  Why,  Hal^  ’tis  my  Vocation,  HaL  ’Tis  no  fin  .for  a Man  to  la* 
hour  in  his  Vocation. 

Enter  Poins. 

?rin.  Good  morrow,  AW. 

foin.  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hal.  What  fays  Monfieur  Remorfe  > 
What  fays  Sir  John  Sack  and  Sugar,  Jack  > How  agrees  the  Devil  and 
thee  about  thy  Soul,  that  thou  Tbldeft  him  on  Good-Eriday  laft,  for  a 
Cup  of  Madera^  and  a cold  Capons  leg  ? 

Erin,  Sir  John  (lands  to  his  word,  the  Devil  (hall  have  his  Bargain, 
for  he  was  never  yet  a Breaker  of  Proverbs  ^ He  will  give  the  Devil  hk 
due. 

Vein,  Then  art  thou  damn’d  for  keeping  thy  word  with  the  Devil. 

Erin,  Elfe  he  had  been  damn’d  for  cozening  the  Devil. 

foin.  But,  my  Lads,  my  Lads,  to  morrow  morning,  by  four  a Clock 
early  at  Gads-hill,,  there  are  Pilgrims  going  to  Canterbury  with  rich  Of- 
ferings, and  Traders  riding  to  London  with  fat  Purfes.  I have  Vizards 
for  you  all  •,  you  have  Horfes  for  your  felves:  Gads-hillX\^%  to  night  in 
Rocheffer^  I have  befpoke  Supper  to  morrow  in  Eajicheap  ^ we  may  do 
it  as  lecure  as  deep : If  you  will  go,  I will  fluff  your  Purfes  full  of 
Crowns : If  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home  and  be  hang’d. 

EaL  Hear  ye  Tedward^  if  I tarry  at  home,  and  go  not,  I’ll  hang  you 
for  going. 

Poin,  You  will,  Chops. 

Eal.  Hal,^  Wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

Erin.  Who,  I rob  ? I a Thief  ? not  I. 

Eal,  There’s  neither  honefly,  manhood,  nor  good  fellow*(hip  in  thee, 
nor  thou  cam’fl  not  of  the  Blood  Royal,  if  thou  dar’ft  not  bid  (land  for 
ten  Shillings. 

Erin,  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  I’ll  be  a Mad  cap. 

Eal,  Why,  that’s  well  (aid. 

Erin,  Well,  come  what  will,  Fll  tarry  at  home. 

Eal,  Pie  be  a TraitorM:hen,  when  thou  art  King. 

Erin,  I care  not. 

Eoin,  Sir  John^  I prethee  leave  the  Prince  and  me  a-lone,  I will  lay 
him  down  fuch  Reafons  for  this  Adventure,  that  he  (hall  go. 

Eal,  Well,  may’fl  thou  have  the  Ipirit  of  Perfwafion^  and  he  the  Ears 
of  profiting,  that  what  thou  fpeakelL  may  move  ; and  what  he  hears 
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may  be  believed,  that  the  true  Prince  may  for  (recreation  fake)  prove 
a falfe  Tliief for  the'  poor  abufes  of  the  time,  want  countenance.  Fare- 
well,  you  ihdi\\^i\^'vc\t\nEafichecip. 

?7'in.  Farewd  the  latter  Spring.  FaretYel  Allhollown  Summer. 

[^Exit  Fal. 

Tein,  Now,  my  good  fWeet  honey  Lord,  ride  with  us  to  morrow\  i 
have  a jeaft  to  execute,  that  I cannot  manage  alone.  Ea/flaff^  Harvey^ 
RoljU^  and  Gads  hi/l,  fhall  rob  thofe  men  that  we  have  already  way-laid  ^ 
your  felf  and  I will  not  be  there  : and  when  they  have  the  Booty,  if 
you  and  I do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  Head  from  my  Shoulders. 

Frin,  But  how  (hall  w^e  part  with  them  in  letting  forth? 

Foi72.  Why,  we  will  let  forth  before  or  after  them,  and  appoint  them 
a place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  pleafure  to  fail  ^ and  then  will 
they  venture  upon  the  Exploit  themfelves,  which  they  have  no  foonef 
atchieved,  but  we  ll  fet  upon  them. 

' Pn/7.  I,  but  ’tislrke  that  they  will  know  us  by  our  Florles,  by  our  Ha- 
bits, and  by  every  othwt  Appointment  to  be  our  felves. 

Foi?7.  Tut,  our  Horles  they  lhall  not  fee,  Tie  tye  them  in  the  wood  ^ 
our  Vizards  we  will  change  after  we  leave  them  : and,  Sarrah,  I have 
Cafes  of  Buckram  for  the  nonce,  toimmask  our  noted  out  ward  Garments. 

Fri/i.  But  I doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Fo};2.  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I know  them  to  be  as  true-bred  Cowards 
as  ever  turn’d  back  •,  and  for  the  third,  if  he  fight  longer  than  he  lees 
Reafon,  Fie  forfwear  Arms.  The  vertue  of  this  jeaft  will  be,  the 
incomprehenlible  lies  that  this  fat  Rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at 
Supper  *,  how  thirty  at  leaft  he  fought  with,  what  wards,  what  blows, 
what  extremities  he  endured  ^ and  in  the  reproof  of  this,  lies  the  Jeaft. 

Fn/z.  Well,  Fie  go  with  thee,  provide  us  all  things  necelTary,  and 
meet  me  to  morrow  night  in  Edjtcheap^  there  lie  fup.  Farewel. 

Foin,  Farewel,  my  Lord.  Vo'ws^ 

Frin.  I know  you  all,  and  will  a while  uphold 
The  unyoak’d  Humour  of  your  Idlenels  : 

Yet  herein  will  I imitate  the  Sun,  • 

Who  doth  permit  the  bafe  contagious  Clouds 
To  fmother  up  his  Beauty  from  the  World  ^ 

That  when  he  pleafe  again  to  be  himfelf, 

Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondred  at. 

By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  Milfe 
So  when  this  loole  Behaviour  I throw  off, 

And  pay  the  debt  I never  promifed ; 

By  how  much  better  than  my  Word  I am, 

Bo  lb  much  lhall  I falfifie  mens  Hopes, 

And  like  bright  Metal  on  a fullen  groud. 

My  Reformation  glittering  o’re  my  Fault 
Shall  Ihew  more  goodly,  and  attraO:  more  Eyes, 

Than  that  which  hath  no  foyl  to  let  it  off.  " - 
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I’ll  fo  offend,  to  make  Offence  a skill, 

Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  leaftiwill. 

S G E N E III. 

^Titer  the  King^  Northumberland,  Worcefter,  Hotipur,  Sir  Walter 

Blunt,  and  others. 

King.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate. 

Unapt  to  ftir  at  thefe  Indignities, 

And  you  have  found  me  ^ for  accordingly. 

You  tread  upon  my  Patience  : But  be  fure, 

I will  from  henceforth  rather  be  my  felf,  - 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear’d,  then  my  condition, 

Which  hath  been  finooth  as  Oyl,  foft  as  young  Down, 

And  therefore  lofl  the  Title  of  RefpeU, 

Which  the  proud  ne  re  pays,  but  to  the  proud. 

Wor.  Our  Houfe  (my  Soveraign  Liege)  little  deferves 
The  fcourge  of  Greatnefs  to  be  uled  on  it. 

And  that  fame  Greatnefi  too,  which  our  ovyn  hands 
Haveholp  to  make  fo  portly. 

Nor.  My  Lord. 

King.  Worcefler  get  thee  gone  : for  I do  fee  ^ 

Danger  and  Difobedience  in  thine  Eye. 

O Sir,  your  Prefence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory, 

And  Majefty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  Frontier  of  a Servant  brow. 

You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us.  When  we  need 
Your  ufe  and  counfel,  we  (hall  fend  for  you. 

You  were  about  to  fpeak. 

Nortd).  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 

Thofe  Prifoners  in  your  Highnefs  Name  demanded. 

Which  Harry  ?ercy  here  at  Holmedon  took, 

Were  ( as  he  fays  ) not  with  fbch  ftrength  deny’d 
As  was  delivered  to  your  Majefty  ; 

Who  either  through  envy,  or  mifprifion, 

Was  guilty  of  this  fault : and  not  my  Son. 

Hot.  My  Liege,  I did  deny  no  Prifoners. 

But,  I remember  when  the  fight  was  done, 

When  I was  dry  with  Rage,  and  extream  Toyl, 

Breathlefs  and  faint  leaning  upon  my  Sword, 

Came  there  a certain  Lord,  neat  and  trimly  dreft 
Frefh  as  a Bride-groom,  and  his  Chin  new  reapt, 

Skew’d  like  a ftubble  Land  at  Harveft  home. 

He  was  perfumed  like  a Milliner, 

And  ’twixt  his  Finger  and  his  Thumb,  he  held 
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A Civil'-Box  which  ever  and  anon  ■ 

He  gave  his  Noie,  and  took’t  away  again  : 

Who  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there. 

Took  it  in  SnulF.  And  ft  ill  he  fmird  and  tlak'd  : 

And  as  the  Soldiers  bare  dead  Bodies  by, 

H e call’d  them  untaught  Knaves,  Unmannerly, 

To  bring  a flovenly  unhandfome  Coarfe 
Betwixt  the  wind,  and  his  Nobility. 

With  many  Holiday  and  Lady  terms 
He  queftion'd  me : Among  the  reft,  demanded 
My  Prifoners,  in  your  Majefties  behalf. 

I then,  all-fmarting  with  my  Wounds  being  cold, 

(To  be  fo  peftered  with  a Popingay) 

Out  of  my  grief,  and  my  impatience,  , 

Anfwer'd  ( negleUingly  ) I know  not  wbat, 

He  fhould  or  (hould  not : For  he  made  me  mad. 

To  lee  him  fhine  fo  brisk,  and  fmell  fo  fweer, 

And  talk  fo  like  a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 

Of  Guns,  and  Drums,  and  Wounds : God  fave  the  mark 
And  telling  me,  the  So veraign’ft  thing. on  Earth 
Was  Parmacity,  for  an  inward  Bruife  ; 

And  that  it  was  great  pity,  fo  it  was. 

That  Villanous  Salt  peter  fhould  be  digg’d 
Out  of  the  Bowels  of  the  harmlefs  Earth, 

Which  many  a good  tall  Fellow  had  deftroy’d 
So  cowardly.  And  but  for  theie  vile  Guns, 

Fie  would  himfelfhave  been  a Souldier. 

This  bald,  unjointed ‘Chat  of  his  (my  Lord) 

Made  me  to  anfwer  indireUiy  (as  1 faid.) 

And  I befeech  you,  let  not  this  Report 
Come  currant  for  an  Accufation, 

Betwixt  my  Love  and  your  high  Majefty. 

The  Circumftance  confidered,  good  my  Lord, 
What  ever  Harry  Yercy  then  had  faid,. 

To  fuch  a perfon,  and  in  fuch  a Place, 

At  fuch  a time,  with  all  the  reft  retold, 

May  reafonably  die,  and  never  rife 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  faid,  fo  he  unlay  it  now. 

King.  Why  yet  he  doth  deny  his  Prilbners, 

Rut  with  Provifb  and  Exception, 

That  v/e  at  our  own  Charge,  fhall  ranfom  ftreight  • 

His  Brother-in-law  the  foolifti  Mortimer.^ 

Who  (in  my  Soul)  hath  wilfully  betray’d 
The  lives  of  thofe,  that  he  did  lead  to  Fight, 

Againft  the  great  Magician,  damn’d  Glendomr^ 
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Whole  Daughter  (as  we  hear)  the  Earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  married.  Shall  our  Coffers  then 
Be  emptied,  to  redeem  a Traitor  home  ? 

Shall  we'buy  Trealon  ? and  indent  with  Fears  > 

No : on  the  barren  Mountains  let  him  ftarve ; 

For  I lhall  never  hold  that  Man  my  Friend, 

Whole  Tongue  fhall  ask  me  for  one  penny  cofl: 

To  ranfom  home  revolted  Mortimer, 

Hot,  Revolted  Mortimer  ^ 

He  never  did  fall  off,  my  Soveraign  Liege, 

But  by  the  Chance  of  War  : to  prove  that  true, 

Needs  no  more  but  one  Tongue.  For  all  thole  Wounds, 
Thole  mouthed  Wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took. 

When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  Sedgie  Bank, 

In  fingle  oppolition  hand  to  hand 
He  did  confound  the  bell:  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower  * 

Three  times  they  breath’d,  and  three  times  did  they  drink 
Upon  agreement  of'  fwift  Severn^ s Flood  ^ 

Who  then  affrighted  with  their  Bloody  looks, 

Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  Reeds,, 

And  hid  his  crifped-head  in  a hollow  Bank, 

Blood-lfained  with  thele  valiant  Combatants. 

Never  did  bafe,  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  fuch  deadly  Wounds  5 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  fo  many,  and  all  willingly  : 

Then  let  him  not  be  flander’d  with  Revolt. 

King^  Thou  do’ft  belye  him,  Yercy^  thou  do’ft  belye  him  5 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower 
I tell  thee,  he  durft  as  well  have  met- the  Devil  alone,  O 
As  Owen  Glendctwer  for  an  Enemy. 

Art  thou  not  alliam’d  ? But  Sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  oY Mortimer. 

Send  me  your  Pfilbners  with  the  fpeedielt  means, 

. Or  you  (hall  hear  in  fuch  a kind  from  me 
As  will  dil|)leale  ye.  My  Lord  Northumberland 
We  licenfe  your  departure  with  your  Son  : 

Send  us  your  Prifoners,  or  you’ll  hear  of  it.  \^Exit  King, 

Hot,  And  if  the  DeviFcome  and  roar  for  them, 

I will  not  fend  them.  I will  after  (freight 
And  tell  him  fo : for  I will  eafe  my  Heart, 

Although  it  be  with  hazard  of  my  Head. 

Nor.  What?  drunk  with  Cholkr?  Ray,  and  paufe  a while, 
Here  comes  your  Uncle. 
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Enter  Worceftcr, 

Hot,  Speak  of  Mortimer  I 
Yes,  I will  fpeak  of  him,  and  let  my  Soul  . 

Want  mercy,  if  I do  not  joyn  with  him. 

In  his  behalf.  111  empty  all  thole  VeinsL, 

And  fhed  my  dear  Blood  drop  by  drop  i’th’  duff, 

But  I will  lift  the  downfaln  Mortimer 
As  high  fth’  Air  as  this  unthankful  King, 

And  this  ingrate  and  cankred  Bullingbrook, 

Nor,  Brother;'  the  King  hath  made  your  Nephew  mai 
Wor,  Who  Brook  this  heat  up  after  I was  gone  > 

Hot,  He  will  (forfooth)  have  all  my  Prifoners ; 

And  when  1 urg’d  the  Ranlbm  once  again 

Of  my  Wives  Brother,  then  his  cheek  look’d  pale. 

And  on  my  Face  he  turifd  an  Eye  ot  death, 

Trembling  even  at  che  Name  of  Mortimer, 

Wor,  I cannot  blame  him : was  he  not  proclaim’d 
By  Richard  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  Blood  ? 

Nor,  He  was : I heard  the  Proclamation, 

And  then  it  was,  when  the  unhappy  King 
(Whole  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon  ) did  let  forth 
Upon  his  Injh  Expedition  : 

From  whence,  he  intercepted,  did  return 
To  be  depos’d,  and  Ihortly  murthered. 

Wor,  And  for  whole  Death,  we  in  the  Worlds  wide  mouth 
Live  fo  Icandaliz'd,  and  foully  fpoken  of 
Hot,  But  foft,  I pray  you  ^ did  King  Richard  then 
Proclaim  my  Brother  Mortimer^ 

Heir  to  the  CrowlC? 

Nor,  He  did,  my  felf  did  hear  it. 

Hot,  Nay  then  I cannot  blame  his  Coufin  King, 

That  wilh’d  him  on  the  barren  Mountains  ftarv’d. 

But  lhall  it  be,  that  you  that  let  the  Crown 
Upon  the  Head  of  this  forgetful  Man, 

And  for  his  lake  wore  the  detelfed  Blot 
Of  murtherous Subornations?  lhall  it  be, 

That  you  a world  of  Curies  undergo, 

Being  the  Agents,  or  bale  fecond  Means, 

The  Cords,  the  Ladder,  or  the  Hangman  rather  ? 

O pardon,  if  that  I defcend  fo  low. 

To  Ihew  the  Line,  and  the  Predicament 
Wherein  you  range  under  this  fubtle  King.  ‘ 

Shall  it  for  fhame,  be  Ipokenin  thefe  Days, 
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Of  fiirup  Chronicles  in  time  to  come, 

That  Men  of  your  Nobility  and  Power, 

Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjuft  behalf 
(As  both  of  yon,  God  pardon  it,  have  done) 

To  put  down  Richard^  that  fweet  lovely  Role,  ^ 

And  plant  this  Thorn,  this  Cancker 

And  fhall  it  in  more  lhame  be  further  fpoken, 

That  you  are  fool’d,  difcarded  and  Ihook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  thele  Shames  ye  underwent  > 

No  : yet  time  ferves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 

Your  banilh’d  Honours,  and  reftore  your  felves  ' 

Into  the  good  Thoughts  of  the  World  again. 

Revenge  the  jeering  and  difdain’d  Contempt 
Of  this  proud  King,  who  ftudies  day  and  night 
To  anlwer  all  the  Debt  he  owes  unto  you. 

Even  with  the  bloody  Payments  of  your  Deaths  t ^ 

Therefore  I lay^ 

Wor.  Peace,  Coufin,  lay  no  more. 

And  now  I will  uncla^  a lecret  Book, 

And  to  your  quick  conveying  Difeontents, 
rie  read  your  Matter,  deep  and  dangerous. 

As,  full  of  peril  and  adventurous  Spirit, 

As  to  o’re-walk  a Current,  roaring  loud, 

On  the  unftedfaft  footing  of  a Spear. 

Hot,  If  he  fall  in,  good  night,  or  finli  or  fwim : 

Send  danger  from  the  Eaft  unto  the  Weft, 

So  Honour  crofs  in  from  the  North  to  South, 

And  let  them  grapple  : The  Blood  more  ftirs 
To  rowze  a Lyon,  than  to  ftart  a Hare. 

Nor,  Imagination  of  fome  great  Exploit, 

Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  Patience. 

Hot,  By  Heaven,  methinks  it  were  an  eafie  leap, 

To  pluck  bright  Honour  from  the  pale-fac’d  Moon, 

Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep. 

Where  Fadom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 

And  pluck  up  drown’d  Honour  by  the  Locks : . 

So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence,  might  wear 
Without  Co-rival,  all  her  Dignities : 

But  out  upon  this  halffac’d  Eellowlhip. 

ft”  He  apprehends  a world  of  Figures  here. 

But  not  the  Form  of  what  he  fhould  attend: 

Good  Coufin  give  me  audience  for  a while,  . ‘ 

And  lift  tome.  - ' 

Hot,  I cry  you  mercy,  • ; • 

Wor.  Thole  lame  Noble  Scots 

That  are  vour  Prifoners.  ^ ^ - 

' ^ ' C 2 Hoi, 
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Hot,  ril'keep  them  all. 

By  Heaven,  he  (hall  not  have  a Scot  of  them : 

No,  if  a Scot  would  fave  his  Soul,  he  (hall  not. 
ni  keep  them,  by  this  Hand. 

JPW.  You  ftart  away. 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  Purpoies. 

1 nofe  Prilbners  you  (hall  keep. 

Hot.  Nay,  I will  ^ that’s  Hat: 

He  fa  id  he  would  not  Ranlbm  Mortimer  : • 

Forbad  my  Tongue  to  (peak  of  Mort  imer, 

But  I will  find  him  when  he  lies  a lleep, 

And  in  his  Ear  1 11  holla,  Mortimer, 

Nay,  ril  have  a Starling  Ihill  be  taught  to  (peak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,,  and  give  it  him. 

To  keep  his  anger  Hill  in  motion- 

Wo)\  Hear  you,  Coufin  : A word. 

Hot,  All  Studies  here  I folemnly  defie, 

Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  BulUnghrook,, 

And  that  fame  Sword  and  Buckler  Prince  of  Wales, 

But  that  I think  his  Father  loves  him  not. 

And  would  be  glad  he  met  with  iome  Milchance, 

I would  have  poyfon'd  him  with  a pot  of  Ale. 

Wor.  Farewell,  Kinfman  : Pll  talk  to  you 
When  you  are  temper’d  to  attend. 

Nor,  Why  what  a wafp  tongdd  and  impatient  Fool 
Art  thou,  to  break  into  this  Womans  mood. 

Tying  thine  Ear  to  noTongue  but  thine  own  ? 

Hot,  Why  look  you,  I am  whipt  and  fcourg’d  with  rods 
Netled  and  flung  with  Pilhiires,  when  I hear 
Of  this  vile  Politician  BuUingbrook, 

In  Richard's  time : What  de’ye  call  the  place? 

A plague  upon’t,  it  is  in  G/oceJier^fhivQ : 

Twas  where  the  madcap  Duke  his  Uncle  kept. 

His  Uncle  Torkj  where  I firfl  bow'd  my  Knee 
Unto  the  King  of  Smiles,  this  BuUingbrook: 

When  you  and  he  catne.back  from  Ravenjpurg, 

Nor.  At  Berkley  Caftle. 

Hot,  You  fay  true; 

Why  what  a gaudyideal  of  Curtefie 

This  fawning  Gray -hound  then  did  proffer  me. 

Look  when  his  infant  Fortune  came  to  age, 

And  gentle  Harry  Percy,,  and  kind  Coufin : 

O,  the  Devil  take fuch  Cozeners,  God  forgive  me; 

Good  Uncle  tell  your  tale,  for  I have  done. 

Wor,  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to’c  again. 

We’ll  flay  your  leifure. 
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Hot.  I have  done,  infooth. 

War.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottifh  Prifoners. 

Deliver  them  up  without  their  Ranfom  ftreight, 

And  make  the  JDowglat  Son  your  only  mean  ’ 

For  Powers  in  Scotland  \ Which  for  divers  Reafons 
Which  I (hall  fend  you  written,  be  affur’d 
Will  eafily  be  granted  to  you,  my  Lord. 

Your  Son  in  Scotland\^€m^  thus  employ’d, 

Shall  fecretly  in  the  bofom  creep 
Of  that  fame  noble  Prelate,  well  belov’d 
The  Arch-Bifhop. 

Hot.  ^ilCork^  is’t  not? 

Wor.  True,  who  bears  hard  -- 
His  Brothers  death  at  Br  'iflow^  the  Lord  Scroop. 

I fpeak  not  this  in  ellimation. 

As  what  I think  might  be,  but  what  I know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  let  down, 

And  only  flays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occalion  that  lhall  bring  it  on. 

Hot.  I fmell  it : 

Upon  my  Life,  it  will  do  wondrous  well. 

Nor.  Before  the  game’s  a foot,  thou  flill  lett’ft  flip. 

Hot.  Why  it  cannot  choofe  but  be  a noble  Plot, 

And  then  the  Power  of  Scotland^  and  of  Tork 
To  joyn  with  Mortimer.^  Ha. 

Wor.  And  lb  they  lhall. 

Hot.  In  faith  it  is  exceeding  well  aim’d. 

Wor'.  And  ’tis  no  little  Reafon  bids  us  Ipeed, 

To  lave  our  Heads,  by  railing  of  a Head : 

For,  bear  our  felves  as  even  as  we  can. 

The  King  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt, 

And  think  we  think  our  lelves  unfatisfied. 

Till  he  hath  found  a time  to  pay  us  home. 

And  lee  already,  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  flrangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does,  we’ll  be  reveng’d  on  him. 

Wor.  Coufin,  farewel.  No  further  go  in  this. 

Than  I by  Letters  lhall  direft  your  courier 
When  time  is  ripe,  which  will  be  luddenly. 

I’ll  fleal  to  Glendower^  and  lo,  Mortimer^ 

Where  you,  and  Dowglat^  and  our  Powers  at  once, 

As  I will  falhion  it,  lhall  happily  meet, 

To  bear  our  Fortunes  in  our  own  flrpng  Arms, 

Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

Nor.  Farewell,  good  Brother,  we  lhall  thrive,  I truft. 
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Hot.  Uncle,  adieu:  O let  Hours  be  (hort. 

Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  fport.  [Exir. 


A C X IL  S C E N E.  L 

E/2ter  a Carrier^  zvitb  a Lanthorn  in  his  hand, 

.1.  Car,  TT^igfi  fio,  an’t  be  not  four  by  the  day  Til  be  bang’d.  Charles 
JTIl  voain  is  over  the  new  Chimney,  and  yet  our  Horfe  not 
pack’t.  What,  Oftler  > 

Ojl,  Anon,  anon. 

I . Car.  I pretliee  Tonty  beat  Cuts  Saddle,  put  a few  Flocks  in  the  point : 
The  poor  Jade  is  wrung  in  the  Withers,  out  of  all  cefs. 

Enter  another  Carrier, 


2.  Peafe  and  Beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a Dog,  and  this  is  the 
next  way  to  give  poor  Jades  the  Bots : This  Houle  is  turn’d  upfide 
down  fince  Robin  the  Oilier  died. 

1.  Car,  Poor  fellow,  never -joy’d  fince  the  price  of  Oats  rofe,  it  was  the 
death  of  him. 

2.  Car,  I think  this  Houle  is  the  moft  Vilianous  Houfe  in  all  London 
road  for  Fleas:  I am  flung  like  a Tench. 

1.  Car.  Like  a Tench?  There’s  ne’re  a King  in  Chriflendom,  could  be 
better  bit,  than  I have  been  fince  the  firll  Cock. 

2.  C^r.  Why,  you  will  allow  us  ne’re  a Jourden,  and  then  we  leaKTn 
your  Chimney : And  your  XThamber-lye  breeds  Fleas  like  a Loach. 

1.  Car.  What  Ollier,  come  away,  and  be  bang’d,  come  away. 

2.  Car,  I have  a Gammon  of  Bacon,  and  two  razes  of  Ginger,  to  be 
deliver’d  as  far  as  Charing-Crojs, 

I.  Car,  The  Turkies  in  my  Panniers  are  quite  llarv’d.  What  Ollier  > 
a plague  on  thee,  haft  thou  never  an  eye  in  thy  head?  canll  not  hear? 
and  ’twere  not  as  good  a deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I am 
a very  Villain.  Come  and  be  hang’d,  haft  no  faith  in  thee  ? 


'Gads- hill. 

Qad.  Good  morrow,  Carriers.  What’s  a Clock  ? 
i.ar.  I think  it  be  two  a Clock.  . * 

Qad.  I prethee  lend  me  thy  Lanthorn  to  fee  my  Gelding  in  the  Stable. 

1.  Car,  Nay,  foft  I pray  ye,  I know  a trick  worth  two  of  that. 

Qad.  I prethee  lend  me  thine. 

2.  Car,  I,  when,  canft  tell  ? lend  me  thy  Lanthorn  (quoth-a ) marry 
ril  fee  the  hang’d  firll. 

Gad,  Sirrah 
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Gad.  Sirrah,  Carrier : what  time  do  you  mean  to  come  to  l^mdonl' 

2.  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a Candle,  I warrant  thee. 
Come  Neighbour  Mugges.^  we’ll  call  up  the  Gentlemen,  they  will  .along 
with  company,  for  they  have  a great  charge.  \^Exeunt. 

Entet;  Chamberlain. 

Gad.  What  ho,  Chamberlaiij^ 

Cham.  At  hand  quoth  Pick-purfe. 

Gad.  That’s  even  as  fair,  as  at  hand  quoth  the  Chamberlain  .*  For  thou 
varieft  no  more  from  picking  of  Purfes,  than  giving  direftion  doth  from 
labouring.  Thou  lay ’ft  the  plot,  how.  . 

Cham.  Good  morrow  Mafter  Gads-hill.^  it  holds  current  that  I told  you 
yefternight.,  There’s  a Franklin  in  the  wild  ofKent^  hath  brought  three 
hundred  Marks  with  him  in  Gold ; I heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  Com- 
pany laft  night  at  Supper^  a kind  of  Auditor,  one  that  hath  abundance 
of  Charge  too,  (God  knows  what)  they  are  up  already,  and  call  for 
Eggs  and  Butter..  They  will  away  pfefently. 

Gad.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  S.  Nicholas  Clarks,  Pll  give  thee 
this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  I’ll  none  of  it  .*  I prethee  keep  that  for  the  Hangman,  for 
I know  thou  worfliip’ft  S.  Nicholas  as  truely  as  a man  of  falftiood  may. 

Gad.  What  talkeft  thou  to  me  of  the  Hangman?  If  I hang  111  make 
a fat  pair  of  Gollows.  For  if  I hang,  old  Sir  John  hangs  with  me,  and 
thou  know’ft  he  is  no  Starveling.  I am  joyn’d  with  no  Foot-Land-Ra- 
kers,no  Long-ftaff  lix  penny  ftrikers,fuch  as  will  ftrike  fooner  than  fpeak  ^ 
and  Ipeak  Iboner  than  drink,  and  drink  iooner  than  pray^  and  yet  I lye, 
for  they  pray  continually  unto  their  Saint  the  Common-wealth  ^ or 
rather,  not  to  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her  .•  for  they  ride  up  and  down 
on  her ; and  make  lier  their  Boots. 

Cham.  What,  the  Common  wealth  their  Boots?  Willfhe  hold  out  wa- 
ter in  foul  way  ? 

Gad.  She  will,  (he  will  ^ Juftice  hath  liquor’d  her.  We  fteal,  as  in 
a Gaftle,  Cock-fure.*  we  have  the  receit  of  Fern-feed,  we  walk,  invifible. 

Cham.  Nay,  I think  rather,  you  are  more  beholding  to  the  Night,  than 
the  Fern-feed,  for  your  walking  invifible. 

Gad.  Give  me  thv  hand. 

Thou  (halt  have  a (hare  in  our  purpofe, 

As  I am  a true  man. 

Cham.  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a falfe  Thief. 

Gad.  Go  to  ; Homo  is  a common  name  to  all  men.  Bid  the  Oftlei 
bring  the  Gelding  out  of  the  Stable.  Farewell,  ye  muddy  knave.  [_Exeum. 

SCENE.  IL 


Enter  Prince,  Poyns,  and  ?eto. 

Poyns.  Comeflielter,  flielter,  I have  remov’d  Horle,  and  he 

frets  like  a gumm’d  Velvet. 

Trim 
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Tria,  Stand  clofc. 

E72ter  FalftafF. 

Eli.  Toy^?es'^  Voyrics^  and  be  bang’d,  Eoynes. 

Frirr.  Peace  ye  fat  kidney’d  Rafcal,  what  a bawling  doff  thou  keep 
¥aL  What  ?oy/2es^  Hal>  ...  ■ 

P/7>.  He  is  walk’d  up  to  the  top  of  tlp^Hill,  Pll  go  feek  him. 

K?/.  I am  accurlf  to  rob  in  that  Thiefs  Company  ; that  Rafcal  hath 
remov’d  my  Horfe,  and  tied  him  I know  not  where.  If  I travel  but 
four  foot  by  the  Iquare  further  a-fbot,  I fhall  break  my  wind.  • Well, 
I doubt  not  but  to  die  a fair  death  for  all  this,  if  1 efcape  hanging  for 
killing  that  Rogue.  I have  forfworn  his  Company  hourly  any  time  this 
two  and  twenty  year,  and  yet  I am  bewitcht  with  the  Rogues  compa- 
ny. If  the  Rafcal  have  not  given  me  Medicines  to  make  me  love  him, 
Pll  be  bang’d,  it  could  not  be  elfe:  I have  drunk  Medicines,  foynes^  Uall^ 
a Plague  upon  you  both.  Bardolph^  Feto:  I’ll  ffarve  e’re  I rob  a foot 
further.  And  'twere  not  as  good  a deed  as  to  drink,  to  turn  True- 
man, and  to  leave  thefe  Rogues,  I am  the  verieft  Varlet  that  ever  chew- 
ed with  a Tooth.  Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground,  is  threefcore  and  ten 
miles  a foot  with  me  .*  And  the  ftony-hearted  Villains  know  it  well  e- 
nough.  A plague  upon’t,  when  Thieves  cannot  be  true  one  to  another. 

[They  whlftk. 

Whew,  a plague  light  upon  you  all.  Give  me  my  Horfe,  you  Rogues-: 
give  me  my  Hoife,  and  be  bang’d. 

Fnn.  Peace  ye  Fat-guts,  lie  down,  lay  thine  ear  clofe  to  the  ground^ 
and  lift  if  thou  can  hear  the  tread  of  Travellers. 

¥iiL  Have  you  any  Leavers  to  lift  me  up  again  being  down  I’ll  not 
bear  mine  own  ftefh  lo  far  afoot  again,  for  all  the  Coyn  in  thy  Fathers 
Exchequer.  What  a plague  mean  ye  to  colt  me  thus  > 

Fr'in.  Thou  Heft,  thou  art  not  coked,  thou  art  uncolted. 

VaL  I prethee  good  Prince  Hul  help  me  to  my  Horfe,  good  Kings 
Son. 

Frin  Out  you  Rogue,  fhall  I be  your  Oftler? 

FaL  Go  hang  thy  felf  in  thy  own  heir-apparent  Garters  .•  If  I be  ta’ne, 
Pll  peach  for  this : and  I have  not  Ballads  made  on  all,  and  fung  to  fil- 
thy tunes,  let  a Cup  of  Sack  be  my  Poyfbn  : when  a jeft  is  fb  forward, 
kd  a-foot  too,  1 hate  it, 

Enter  Gads-hill. 

Gad.  Stand.  Eal.  So  I do  againft  my  will, 

Foyn.  O ’tis  our  Setter,  I know  his  voice  : 

BardolJ^  what  News  ? . ^ 

Bar.  Cafe  ye,  cafe  ye  *,  on  with  your  Vizards,  there’s  Money  of  the 
Kings  coming  down  the  Hill,  ’tis  going  to  the  Kings  Exchequer. 

Eal.  You  lie,  you  Rogue,  ’tis  going  to  the  Kings  Tavern. 

Gad.  There’s  enough, to  make  us  all. 

Fa/.  To  be  bang’d. 

Prin.  You  fbur  fhall  front  them  in  the  narrovv  Lane ; Ned  and  I 

will 
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will  walklower  if  they  elcape  from  your  encounter,  then  they  light 
on^us.  ■ 

But  how  many  be  of  them  ? , 

Some  eight  or  ten. 

I'aL  Will  they  not  rob  us  ? ‘ , ■ 

Frin.  What,  a Coward,  Sir  John  Pauheh  ? 

Vo/,  Indeed  I am  not  John  ol  Gaunt  your  Grandfather : but  yet  no 
\ Coward,  Hal. 

Frin.  Well  leave  that  to  the  Proof 

Foin.  Sirrah  Jaok^  thy  Horfe  fiends  behind  the 'Hedge,  when  thou 
needlt  him,  there  (halt  thou  find  him,  farevvel,  and  ftand  fail. 

Val.  Now  I cannot  flrike  him  if  I fliould  be  hang’d. 

Frin.  Ned^  where  are  our  Difguiies  ? 

Foin.  Here  hard  by  : Stand  clofe. 

Val.  Now  my  Matters,  happy  Man  be  his  dole,  fay  I ; every  Man  to 
his  bufinefs. 

Enter  Travellers. 

, Tra.  Come,  Neighbour : The  Boy  ttiall  lead  our  Horfes  down  the 
Hill : Well  a foot  a while,  and  eafe  our  Legs. 

Thieves.  Stay.  Tra.  Jelii  blels  us. 

Val.  Strike  ^ down  with  them,  cut  the  Villains  throats^  a whorfon  Ca- 
terpillars : Bacon-fed  Knaves,  they  hate  us  Youth  ^ down  with  them, 
tteece  them. 

Tra.  O,  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  ours  for  ever, 

Val.  Hang  ye  gorbellicd  Knaves,  are  you  undone  > No  ye  Fat  Chuffs, 
I would  your  ttore  were  here.  On  Bacons  on,  what  ye  Knaves?  Young 
men  mutt  live,  you  are  Grand  Jurors  ? Well  jure  ye  i faith. 

\_Here  they  rob  them  and  bind  them.  Enter  the  Prince  and  Poyns. 

W 'in.  The  Thieves  have  bound  the  True-men  : No^  could  thou  and 
I rob  the  Thieves  and  go  merrily  to  London.,  it  would  be  Argument  for 
a Week,  Laughter  for  a Month,  and  a good  Jeatt  for  ever. 

Foynes.  Stand  dole,  I hear  them  coming. 

Enter  Thieves  again. 

Val.  Come  my  Matters,  let  us  (hare,  and  then  to  Horfe  before  day  ^ 
and  the  Frince  and  Foynes  be  not  two  arrand  Cowards,  there’s  no  equi- 
ty ttirring.  There's  no  more  Valour  in  thatFcynes.,  than  in  a wild  Duck.. 

Frin.  Your  Money.  ‘ Foyn.  Villains. 

[_As  they  are  Jloaring.^  the  Prince  and  Poyns  fet  upon  them.  They 
all  run  away.,  leaving  the  Booty  behind  them. 

Frince.  Got  with  much  eafe.  Now  merrily  to  Horfe  : The  Thieves 
are  fcattered,  and  poflett  with  fear  lb  ttrongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet 
each  other : each  takes  his  Fellow  for  an  Officer.  Away  good  Ned.,  Val 
ftaffVwQ^ixs  to  death,  and  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along  j wer’t 
not  for  laughing,  I fhould  pity  him. 

Foyn.  How  the  Rogue  roar’d.  ' [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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Enter  Hotlpur  folus^  reading  a Letter, 

But  fir  mine  own  part,,  my  Lord,,  I could  he  well  contented  to  be  there 
in  rejped  of  the  love  I bear  your  Hcu/e.  He  could  be  contented  : Why 
is  he  not  then?  in  refpeSl  of  the  love  he  bears  our  Houfe.  He  Ihews  in 
this,  he  loves  his  own  Barn  better  than  he  loves  our  Houfe.  Let  me 
fee  feme  more„  The  purpoje  you  undertake  is  dangerous.  Why  thaVs 
certain  : Tis  dangerous  to  take  a cold,  to  fleep,  to  drink  ; but  I tell, 
you  ( my  Lord  Fool ) out  of  this  Nettle,  Danger  •,  we  pluck  this  Flow- 
er, Safety.  The  purpofe  you  undertake  is  dangerous,,  the  Friends  you 
have  natned  uncertain,,  the  Time  it felf  unfort  ed,,  and  your  zvhole.  flot  too 
light,,  fir  the  counterpoize  fo  great  an  Oppofition,  Say  you  fe,  fay  you 
16 : i fay  unto  you  again,  you  arc  a (hallow  cowardly  Hind,  and- you 
lye.  What  a Lack-brain  is  this  ? I protert,  our  Plot  is  as  good  a Plot  as 
ever  was  laid  ?,  our  Friends  true  and  conlfant : A good  Plot,  good  Friends 
and  full  of  ExpeHation  : An  excellent  Plot,  very  good  Friends.  What  a* 
Froffy spirited  Rogue  is  this?  Why, my  Lord  of  Jork  commends  the  Plot 
and  the  general  courfe  of  the  aftion.  By  this  hand,  if  I were  now  by  this 
Rafeal,  1 could  brain  him  with  his  Ladies  Fan.  Is  there  not  my  Father 
my  Uncle,  and  my  lelf^  Lord  Edmond  Mortimer^  my  Lord  of  Tork,  and 
Owen  Glendower  ^ Is  there  not  befides,  the  Dowglas  ^ Have  I not  all 
their  Letters,  to  meet  me  in  Arms  by  the  ninth  of  the  next  Month  ? 
and  are  there  not  lome  of  them  fet  forward  already  ? What  a Pagan  Raf 
cal  is  this>  An  Infidel.  'Ha,  you  (hall  fee  now  in  very  fincerity  of  fear 
and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  King,  and  lay  open  all  our  Proceedings. 

O,  I could  divide  my  felf^  and  go  to  buffets,  for  moving  fuch  a dilh  of  ' 
skim’d  Milk  with  fe  Flonourable  an  A£Hon.  Hang  him,  let  him  tell 
the  King  we  are  prepared.  1 will  fet  forwards  to  night. 

Enter  his  Lady, 

How  now,  Kate,  I muff  leave  you  within  thefe  two  hours. 

La,  O my  good  Lord,  why  are  you  thus  alone  ? 

For  what  Offence  have  I this  fortnight  been 
. A Banifh’d  Woman  from  my  Harrfs  Bed  ? 

Tell  me  (fweet  Lord)  what  is’t  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  ffomach,  pleafure,  and  thy  golden  fleep  ? 

Why  doft  thou  bend  thy  Eyes  upon  the  Earth  ? 

And  ftart  fo  often  when  thou-  fitf  ft  alone  ? 

Q what  Portents  are  thefe  ? 

Some  heavy  bufinefs  hath  my  Lord  in  hand. 

And  I muft  know  it : elfe  he  loves  me  not.  ‘ ' 

Hot,  What  ho  *,  Is  Gilliams  with  the  Packet  gone  ? 

Ser,  He  is,  my  Lord,  an  hour  agone. 

Hot,  Hath  Butler  brought  thofe  Horfes  from  the  Sheriff  ? 

Ser,  One  Horfe,  my  Lord,  he  brought  even  now. 

Hot, 
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Hot,  What  Horle?  a Roan,  a Crop-ear,  is  it  not? 

I ^ Ser.  It  is,  my  Lord.  - . , 

Hot.  That  Roan  fhall  be  my  Throne.  Well,  I will  back  him  ftreight. 
Efperance^  bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  Park. 

La.  But  hear  you,  my  Lord. 

Hot.  What  fay ’ft  thou,  my  Lady? 

La.  What  is  it  that  carries  you  away  ? 

Hot.  Why,  my  Horfe  (my  Love)  my  Horfe. 

La.  Out  you  mad-headed  Ape,a  Weazelhath  not  fuch  a deal  of  Spleen, 

I as  you  are;  toft  with.  In  footh  III  know  your  bufinefs,  Harry^  that  I 
I will.  I fear  my  Brother  Mortimer  doth  ftir  about  his  Title,  and  hath 

fent  for  you  to  line  his  Enterprife.  But  if  you  go— 

Hot.  oo  far  a foot,  I (hall  be  weary.  Love. 

|i  La.  Come,  come,  you  Paraquito,  anfwer  me  dire&ly  unto  this  Que- 
j ftfon,  that  I fhall  ask.  Indeed  111  break  thy  little  Finger,  Harry.^  if 
I thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true. 

Hot.  Away,  away,  you  trifler : Love,  I love  thee  not,' 

1 care  not  for  thee,  Kate  : this  is  no  World 
To  tilt  with  Lips. 

We  muft  have  bloody  Nofes  and  crack’d  Crowns, 

And  pais  them  currant  too.  Gods  me,  my  Horfe. 

What  fay’ft  thou,  Kate  ? what  would’lf  thou  have  with  me? 

La.  Do  ye  not  love  me  ? do  you  not  indeed  ? 

Well,  do  not  then.  For  fince  you  love  me  not, 

I will  not  love  my  felf.  Do  you  not  love  me  ? 

Nay,  tell  me  if  thou  fpeakeft  in  Jeaft,  or  no. 

Hot.  Come,  wilt  thou  fee  me  ride  ? 

And  when  I am  a Horfe  back,  I will  fwear 
I love  thee  infinitely.  But  hark  you,  Kate^ 

I muft  not  have  you  henceforth,  ciueftion  me, 

Whither  I go  : nor  reafon  whereaoouc. 

Whither  I muft,  I muft  : and  to  .conclude,  ^ 

This  Evening  muft  I leave  thee,  gentle  Kale. 

I know  you  wife,  but  yet  no  further  wife 
Then  Harry  Percies  Wife.  Conftant  you  arc, 

But  yet  a Woman  : and  for  Secrecy, 

No  Lady  clofer.  For  I will  believe, 

Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  doft  not  know, 

And  fb  far  will  I truft  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

La.  How  fo  far  ? 

Hot.  Not  an  inch  further.  But  hark  you  Kate^ 

Whether  I go,  thither  fhall  you  go  too  : 

To  day  will  I fet  forth,  to  morrow  you. 

Will  this  content  you  Kate  ? 

It  muft  of  force.  [Exeuttt. 
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E77ter  Prince  and  Poynes. 

Trin,  Ned,  pretbee  conne  out  of  that  fat  Room,  and  lend  me  thy 
hand  to  laugh  a little. . - 

Eoynes,  Where  haR  been,  UalU 

Erin,  With  three  or  four  Logegerheads,  amongft  three  or  fourfcore 
Hogfheads.  ,I  have  founded  the  very  bafe  Rring  of  humility.  Sirrah,  1 
am  ivvorn  Brother  to  a lefh  of  Drawers,  and  can  call  them  by  their 
Names,  as  Eom,  Dick,  and  Francis,  To  conclude,  I am  lb  good  a pro- 
ficient in  one  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  I can  drink  with  any  Tinker  in  his 
own  Language:  but  fweet  AW,  to  Iweeten  which  name  of  AW,  I give 
thee  this  penniworth  of  Sugar,  clapteven  now  into  my  hand  by  an  un- 
der Skiner,  one  that  never  Ipeak  other  Englifh  in  his  Life,  then  Eight 
Jhilling  and  fix  pence,  and,  Tou  are  welcome  : with  this  fhrill  addition, 
Anon  Sir,  Anon  Sir,  S^ore  a pint  of  Baflard  in  the  Half  Moon,  or  fo. 
But  AW,  to  drive  away  time  till  FaIJiaJf  come,  I prethee.  do  thou  Rand 
in  fome  by-room,  while  I queRion  my  puny  Drawer,  to  what  end  he 
gave  me  the  Sugar,  and  do  never  leave  calling  Francis,  that  his  Tale 
to  me  may  be  nothing  but.  Anon  : Rep  afide,  and  Filihew  thee  a Pre- 
fident.  Foyn.  Franck, 

Erin,  Thou  art  perfe£l.  Eoyn,  Franck. 

Enter  Drawer 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir  •,  look  down  into  the  Pomgarnet,  Ralf. 

Erince,  Come  hither,  Francis.  ; Fran.  My  Lord. 

Erince.  Hoa  long  haR  thou  to  ferve,  Francis  I' 

Fran.  Forfooth  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to- — ' ' 

Eoyh.  Francis,  Fran,  Anon,  anon  Sir.’ 

Erin,  Five,  years  ^ Berlady  a long  Leafe  for  the  clinking  of  Pewter. 
But  Francis,  dareR  thou  be  fo  valiant,  as  to  play  the  Coward  with  thy 
Indenture,  and  Riew  it  a fait  pair  of  heels,  and  run  from  U C 
Fran.  O Lord,  Sir,  Pll  be  fworn  upon  all  the  Books  in  England,  I 
could  find  in  my  Heart.  ' ' " 

Eoyn.  Francis,  Fran,  Anon,  anon,  Sir.-  ' ^ 

Erin,  How  old  art  thou,  Francis  ? 

Fran,  Let  me  fee,  about  Michaelmas  next  I Ihali  be — ^ — 

Eoyn.  Francis, 

Fran.  Anon  Sir,  pray  you  Ray  a little,  my  Lord. 

Erin.  Nay  but  hark  you  Francis,  for  the  Sugar  thou  gaveR  me,  ’twas 
a penniworth,  was’t  not  > 

Fran.  O Lord  Sir,  I would  it  had  been  two. 

Erin.  I will  give  thee  for  it  a thoufand  pound  : ask  me  when  thou 
wilt,  and  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

Eoyn.  Francis.  Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

Erin,  Anon,  Francis  ? No,  Francis,  but  to  morrow  Francis : or  Fran- 
cis, on  Thurfday : or  indeed  Francis,  when  thou  wilt.  But  Franck. 

Fran 
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Fra;!.  My  Lord. 

frin.  Away  you  Rogue,  dbfl  thou  hear  them  call  ? 

IHere  they  both  call^  the  Drawer  ftands  amazed^  not 
knowing  which  way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What  ftand’ft  thou  ftill,  and  hear’fi:  fucha  calling?  Look  to  the 
Gueft  within : My  Lord,  old  Sir  John  with  half  a dozen  more,  are  at 
the  Door  : ihall  I let  them  in  ? 

Yrin.  Let  them  alone  a while,  and  then  open  the  Door,  Foynes. 

Enter  Poynes. 

Yoyn.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

Yrin.  Sirrah,  and  the  reft  of  the  Thieves  are  at  the  Door,  fhall 
we  be  merry  ? 

Yoyn.  As  merry  as  Crickets  my  Lad.  But  hark  ye,  what  cunning 
match  have  you  made  with  thisjeaft  of  the  Drawer?  Come,  whafsthe 
ifiiie  ? 

Yrin.  I am  now  of  all  humors,  that  have  (hewed  themfelves  humors, 
fince  the  old  days  of  goodman  Adam^  to  the  pupil  Age  of  this  prelent 
twelve  a Clock  at  midnight.  What’s  a clock  Francis? 

Fran.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

Yrin.  That  ever  this  Fellow  fhould  have  fewer  Words  then  a Parret, 
and  yet  the  Son  of  a Woman.  His  induftry  is  up-ftairs  and  down  ftairs, 
his  eloquence  the  parcel  of  a reckoning.  I am  not  yet  of  Yercies  mind, 
the  Hotfpur  of  the  North,  he  that  kills  me  fome  fix  or  leven  dozen 
of  Scots  at  a Breakfaft,  waflies  his  hands,  and  fays  to  his  Wife  : Fie.  up*  ‘ 
on  this  quiet  Life,  I want  work.  O my  fweet  Harry.,  fayslhe,  how  ma- 
ny haft  thou  kill’d  to  Day  ? Give  my  Roan  Horle  a dranch  ( fays  he,  ) 
and  anfwers,  fome  fourteen,  an  hour  after:  a trifle,  a trifle.  I prethee 
call  in  Fa/ftaff.,  I’ll  play  Yercy.,  and  that  damn’d  Brawn  (hall  play  Dame 
Mortimer  his  Wife.  Rivo.,  fays  the  Drunkard.  Call  in  Ribs,  call  in 
Tallow.  Enter  Falftaff. 

Yoyn.  Welcome  Jack^  where  baft  thou  been  ? 

Fal.  A plague  of  all  Cowards  I lay,  and  a vengeance  too,  marry  and 
Amen.  Give  me  a cup  of  Sack,  Boy.  E’re  I lead  this  life  long,  Fie 
fow  nether  flocks,  and  mend  them  too.  A plague  of  all  Cowards. 
Give  me  a Cup  of  Sack,  Rogue.  Is  there  no  virtue  extant  ? 

Yrin.  Didft  thou  never  fcQTitan  kils  a difh  of  Butter,  pitiful  hearted 
Titan  that  melted  at  the  fweet  Tale  of  the  Sun  ? If  thou  didft,  then 
behold  that  Compound. 

Fa/.  You  Rogue,  here’s  Lime  in  this  Sack  too:  there  is  Nothing  but 
•Roguery  to  be  found  in  Villanous  Man  ^ yet  a Coward  is  wor le  than  a 
Cup  of  Sack  with  Lime.  A villanous  Coward,  go  thy  ways  old  Jack, 
die  when  tbou  wilt,  if  Manhood,- good  Manhood  be  not  forgot  upon 
the  Face  of  ^be  Earth,  then  am  I a fhotten  Herring:  there  lives  not  three 
good  Men  unhang’d  in  England,  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and  grows  old, 
God  help  the  while,  a bad  World  I fay.  , 1 vyould  I were  a ftWr,  • i 
could  fing  all  manner  of  Songs.  A plague  of  all  Cowards,  I fay  ftilL 


22  King  H RN  R Y the  Fourth  y 

Yrin,  How  now  Wooljack^  what  mutter  you  > ? ' ... 

Yal  A Kings  Son  > If  Ido  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy  Kingdom  with 
a Dagger  of  Lath.,  and  drive  all  thy  Subjefts  afore  thee  like  a hock  of 
Wild  gee f 11  never  wear  hair  on  my  face  more.  You  Prince  of  > 

Vruu  Why  you  horfon  round  man  ? what’s  the  matter  ? 

' Yah  Are  you  not  a Coward  ? aniwer  me  to  that,  and  Yoynes  there  ? 

P;  'in.  Ye  fat  Paunch,  and  ye  call  me  Coward,  I’ll  flab  thee. 

Yah  I call  thee  Coward?  Pll  fee  thee  damn’d e’re  I call  thee  Coward: 
but  I would  give  a thoufand  Pound  I could  run  as  faff  as  thou  canft. 
You  are  (freight  enough  in  the  fhoulders,  you  care  not  who  lees  your 
back  : Call  you  that  backing  of  your  Friends?  a Plague  upon  fuclr back- 
ing : give  me  them  that  will  face  me.  Give  me  a Cup  of  Sack,  I am  a 
Rogue  if  I drunk  to  day. 

Ynn,  O Villain,  thy  Lips  are  fcarce  wip’d,  fince  thou  drunk’ft  laft. 

Yalfl.  All’s  one  for  that.  [He  drinks, 

A plague  of  all  Cowards  (fill,  fay  I. 

Yrin,  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Yal^  What’s  the  matter  ? here  be  four  of  us,  have  ta’ne  a thoufand 
pound  this  Morning. 

Yrin,  Where  is  it.  Jack  ? where  is  it ! 

Yalfl,  Where  is  it  ? taken  from  us,  it  is : a hundred  upon  poor  four 
of  us.  - . * 

Prin,  What,  a hundred,  man? 

Ya/fl,  I am  a Rogue,  if  I were  not  at  half  Sword  with  a dozen  of 
them  two  hours  together^  I have  efcaped  by  miracle.  1 am  eight  times 
-thruft  through  the  Doublet,  four  through  the  Hole,  my  Buckler  cut 
through,  my  Sword  hack’d  like  a Hand- fa w,  ecce  fignum,  I never  dealt 
better  lince  I was  a man : all  would  not  do.  A Plague  of  all  Cowards  : 
let  them  fpeak  *,  if  they  fpeak  more  or  lels  than  truth,  they  are  Villains, 
and  the  Sons  of  darknels. 

Yr  'in,  Speak  Sirs,  how  was  it  > 

Gad,  We  four  let  upon  Ibme  dozen. 

Yalfi,  Sixteen,  at  lead,  my  Lord. 

Gad.  And  bound  them. 

Yeto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  bound. 

Yalfl.  You  Rogue  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  them,  or  I am  a 
Jew  elfe,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 

Gad/k^  we  were  lhariiig,  fome  fix  or  leven  frelh  men  let  upon  us. 

Yal^.  Agd  unbound  the  reft,  and  then  came  in  the  other. 

Prm.  What,  fought  ye  with  them  all  > 

Yalft.  All  ? I know  not  what  ye  call  all  : but  if  I fought  not  with 
fifty  of  them,  I am  a Bunch  of  Radilh:  if  there  were  not  two  or  three 
and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack.^  then  am  1 no  two-legg’d  Creature. 

Poin.  Pray  Heaven,  you  have  not  murthered  Lome  of  them. 

Yaijl.  Nay,  that’s  paft  Praying  for.  I have  pepper’d  two  of  them : 
Two  I am  fure  I have  payed,  two  Rogues  in  Buckrom  Sutes.  I tell  thee 
what,  J/tf//,  if  I tell  thee  a Ly^lpit  in  my  face,  call  me  Horfe : thou 

. knoweft 
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knoweft  my  old  word : here  I lay,  and  thus  I bore  my  point  ; four 
Rogues  in  Buckrom  let  drive  at  me.* 

Frince.  What,  four?  thou  faid’ft  but  two,  even  now. 

Fa/Ji,  Fourlf^/,  I told  thee  four. 

I,  I,  he  faid  four. 

FaIJi,  Thefe  four  came  all  a-front,*and  mainly  thrufi:  at  me  ^ I made 
no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  feven  points  in  my  Target,  thus.  ' 

Frince,  Seven  ? why  there  were  but  four,  even  now. 

Faljl,  In  Buckrom. 

Foin,  I,  four,  in  Buckrom  Sates. 

Falfi,  Seven,  by  thefe  Hilts,  or  I am  a Villain  elfe. 

Frtn,  Prithee  let  him  alone ^ we  fhall  have  more  anon. 

f Doeft  thou  hear  me,  Hal  ^ 

Fnn.  I,  and  markithee  too.  Jack, 

Falfl,  Do  fo,  for  it  is  worth  the  liftning  too : thefe  nine  ih  Buckrom 
that  I told  thee  of 

Frin,  So,  two  more  already. 

Fa/Jt,  Their  Points  being  broken. 

Fom,  Down  fell  his  Hofe. 

Falft,  Began  to  give  me  ground:  but  I followed  me  clofe,  came  in 
foot  and  hand  *,  and  with  a thought  feven  of  the  eleven  I pay’d. 

Frin,  O monftrous  ! eleven  Buckrom  men  grown  out  of  two? 

Fa/J},  But  as  the  Devil  would  have  it,  three  mif begotten  Knaves,  in 
Kendal  Green,  came  at  my  Back,  and  let  drive  at  me  ^ for  it  was  fo 
dark,  Ha/,,  that  thou  could’ft  not  fee  thy  Hand. 

Frin,  Thefe  Lyes  are  like  the  Father  that  begets  them,  grofs  as  a Moun- 
tain, open,  palpable.  Why  thou  Clay-brain'd  Guts  •,  thou  Knotty-paited 
Fool,  thou  Horfbn  obfcene  greafie  Tallow  Catch. 

Falfl,  What,  art  thou  mad?  art  thou  mad?  is  not  the  truth,  the  truth? 

Frin.  Why,  how  could’ft  thou  know  thefe  men  in  Kendal  Green, 
when  it  was  fo  dark,  thou  could'ft  not  fee  thy  hand  ? Come,  tell  us  your 
Reafon  ^ what  fay'ff  thou  to  this  ? 

Foin,  Come,  your  Reafon  Jack,,  your  Reafon. 

Fafl,  What,  upon  compulfion  ? No  *,  were  I at  the  Strappado,  or 
all  the  Racks  in  the  World,  I would  not  tell  you  on  compulfion.  Give 
you  a Reafon  on  compulfion  ? If  Reafons  were  as  plenty  as  Black-berries 
I would  give  no  man  a Reafon  upon  compulfion,  I. 

Frin.  Pll  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  fin.  This  fanguine  Cow^ard,  this 
Bed  prefler,  this  Horfe-back-breaker,  this  huge  HillofFlefh. 

Fafl.  Away  you  Starveling,  you  Elf  skin,  you  dried  Neats-tongue, 
Bulls-piflel,  you  Stock-fifh:  0 for  breath  to  utter.  * What  is  like  thee  ? 
You  Tailors  Yard,  you  Sheath,  you  Bow-cafe,  you  vile  (landing  Tuck. 

Frin.  Well,  breathe  a-while,  and  then  ro’t  again  ^ and  when  thou  liafl 
tyf d thy  felf  in  bafe  Comparifons,  hear  me  fpeak  but  thus. 

Foin.  M3iikjack, 

Frin  ',  We  two,  faw  you  four  fet  on  four  and  bound  them,‘^nd  were 
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Matters  of  their  Wealth  : mark  now,  how  a plain  Tale  fhall  put  you 
down.  Then  did  we  two  fet  on7ou  four,  and  with  a word,  out  fac’d 
you  from  your  Prize,  and  have  it : yea,  andean  ttiew  it  you  in  the  Houfe. 
And  Fdljhijf]  you  carried  your  Guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dex- 
terity, and  roared  for  mercy,  and  ttill  ran  and  roar’d,  as  ever  I heard 
Bull  Calf  What  a Slave  art  rhou,  to  hack  thy  Sword  as  thou  haft  done, 
and  then  fay  it  was  in  fight.  What  trick  > what  device  > what  ftarting 
hole  cantt  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide  thee  from  this  open  and  apparent 


ihame  ? 

?oi/7.  Come,  let’s  hear  Jack : What  trick  haft  thou  now  ? 

¥d//t.  I knew  ye,  as  well  as  he  that  made  ye.  Why  hear  ye  my  Ma- 
tters, was  it  for  me  to  .kill  the  Heir  apparent  > Should  1 turn  upon  the 
true  Prince  ? Why,  thou  knoweft  I am  as  valiant  as  Hercules  : but  be- 
ware inftinQ,  the  Lion  will  not  touch  the  true  Prince : Inttinft  is  a great 
matter.  I was  a Coward  on  InftinQ: : I (hall  think  the  better  of  my  felf, 
and  thee,  during  my  life:  I,  for  a valiant  Lion,  and  thou  for  a true 
Prince.  But  Lads,  I am  glad  you  have  the  Money  : Hoftefs,  clap  to  the 
doors : watch  to  Night,  pray  to  Morrow.  Gallants,  Lads,  Boys,  Hearts 
of  Gold,  all  the  good  Titles  of  Fellowlhip  come  to  you.  What,  (hall  we 
be  merry  ? (hall  we  have  a Play  extempore, 

?rin.  Content,  and  the  argument  (hall  be,  thy  running  away. 

Falfi,  A,  no  more  of  that,  Hal^  if  thou  loveft  me. 

Enter  Hoftefs, 

Hojl.  My  Lord  the  Prince  ? 

P;v77.  How  now,  my  Lady  the  Hoftefs,  what  lay’ft  thou  to  me  ? 

Hoft,  Marry,  my  Lord,  there  is  a Noble-man  of  the  Court  at  door 
: would  (peak  with  yout  he  (ays  becomes  from  your  Father. 

Yrin,  Give  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a Royal  man,  and  fend 
him  back  again  to  my  Mother. 

Yalft,  What  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Hofiefs.  An  old  man. 

Yalfl,  What  doth  Gravity  out  of  his  Bed  at  Midnight  ? Shall  I give 
him  his  anfwer  ? 

Yrin,  Prethee  do,  Jack, 

Yalft,  Faith,  and  Pie  fend  him  packing.  \_Exit, 

Yr  'ince,  Now  Sirs  : you  fought  fair  ^ fo  did  you  Yeto^  fo  did  you  Bar- 
dol : You  are  Lions  too,  you  ran  away  upon  inftinft : Y^ou  will  not 
touch  the  true  Prince  ^ no,  fie. 

Bard,  ’Faith  I ran  when  I faw  others  run. 

P;  'in.  Tell  me  now  in  earneft,  how  came  Yalftaffs*%  Sword  fo  hackt  > 

Yeto,  Why,  he  hackt  it  with  his  Dagger,  and  laid,  he  would  fwear 
truth  out  of  all  England : but  he  would  make  you  believe  it  was  done 
in  fight,  and  perfwaded  us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard,  Yea,  and  tickle  our  Nofes  with  Spear-grafs,  to  make  them 
bleed,  and  then  beflubber  our  Garments  with  it,  and  fwear  it  was  the 
Bloud  of  true  men.  I did  that  I did  not  the(e  (even  years  before,  I 
blufht  to  hear  his  monftrous  devices. 


Yrin. 
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frln,  O Villain,  thou  ftoleft  a'  Cup  of  Sack  eighteen  years  ago,  and 
wert  taken  with  the  manner,  and  ever  fince  thou  haft  blufht  extempore: 
thou  hadft  Fire  and  Sword  on  thy  lide,  and  yet  thou  ranneft  away : 
what  inftina  hadft  thou  for  it  ? 

Bard.  My  Lord,  do  you  lee  thefe  Meteors  ? do  you  behold  thefe  Ex- 
halations , 

Yr  'rn.  I do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  ? 

?rin.  Hot  Livers,  and'  cold  Furies. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  Lord,  if  rightly  takenr . 

F/  in.  No,  .if  rightly  taken.  Halter. 

Enter  Yalflaff. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack.,  here  comes  bare-bone.  How  now  my  Iweet  ' 
Creature  of  Bombaft,  how  long  is’t  ago,  Jack.,  fince  thou  faw’ft  thine 
own  Knee? 

Yalft.  My  own  Knee  ? When  I was  about  thy  years,  (Hal)  I was  not 
an  Eagles  Talon  in  the  Wafte,  I could  have  crept  into  any  Aldermans  ' 
Thumb-Ring  ; a plague  of  fighing  and  grief,  it  blows  a Man  up  like  a 
Bladder.  There’s  villanous News  abroad:  Here  was  Sir  John  Braby  from 
your  Father-,  you  muft  go  to  the  Court  in  the  Morning.  The  fame  mad 
fellow  of  the  North,  Yercy  ^ and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Amamon  the 
Baftinado,  and  made  Lucijer  Cuckold,  and  fwore  the  Devil  his  true 
Liege-man  uppn  the  Crofs  of  a Wellh-hook  what  a Plague  call  you 
him  ? foin.  O,  Glendovoer. 

Yalft.  Ozijen.,  Owen  ^ the  lame,  and  his  Son  in  Law  Mortimer^  and 
jold  Northimber/and.,  and  the  Iprightly  Scot  of  Scots,  Dowglas^  that  runs 
a Horfe-back  up  a Hill  perpendicular. 

Yrin.  He  that  rides  at  high  Ipeed,  and  with  a Piftol  kills  a Sparrow 
flying.  Yaljl.  You  have  hit  it. 

Yrin.  So  did  he  never  the  Sparrow. 

Ya/Jl.  Well,  that  Rafcal  hath  good  metal  in  him,  he. will  not  run. 

Yrin.  Why,  what  a Rafcal  art  thou  then,  to  praife^him  lo  for  run- 
ning ? 

Ya/Jf.  A Horfa-back,  (ye  Cuckow)  but  a-foot  he.  will  not  budge  a 
foot.  Frin.  Yes,  Jack..,  upon  inftinci. 

Yaljl.  I grant  ye,  upon  inftinO: : Well,  he  is  there  too,  and  on^AIor- 
dake^  and  a thoufand  hl&w-Qdpsmoi^yWorceJler  isftoln  a 'way  by  Night: 
thy  Fathers  Beard  is  turn’d  white  with  the  News  : you  may  buy  Land  / 
now  as  cheap  as  itinking  Mackerel. 

Prin.  Then  ’tis  like,  if  there  tome  a Iiot  Sun,  and  this  civil  buffetr 
;ting  hold,  we  fhall  buy  Maindenheads  as  they  buy'  hob-naUsy  by  the 
hundreds.  /::* 

Yalft.  By  the  Mals,  Lad,  thou  fay’ft  true,  it  isi  like  we  fhall  have 
good  trading  that  way.  But  tell  me,  Hall.,  art  not  thou  horrible  afear’d  ? 
thou  being  Heir  apparent,  could  the  World  pick  thee  out  three  Each 

1 Enemies  again  as  that  Fiend  Dowglas^  that  Spirit  Percy^  md  that  Devil 
Glendowh'-  ^ Art  thou  not  horrible  afraid  > Doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at 
it^  E'  P/7/7. 
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Frin,  Not  a whit : I lack  fome  of  thy  inftinO:. 

Well,  thou  wilt  be  horrible  chid  to  morrow,  when  thou  com- 
eft  to  thy  Father : if  thou  do  love  me,  praftife  an  anfwer.  ' 

Do  thou  (land  for  my  Father,  and  examine’  me  upon  the  parti-  .1 

Cilia rs  of  mv  Life.  :! 

Shall  l>  content,:  This  Chair  fhall  be  my  State,  this  Dagger  '| 
my  Scepter,  and  this  Cufhion  my  Crown.  i 

?n/i.  Thy  State  is  taken  for  a Joyn’d-Stool,  thy  Golden  Scepter  for  : 

a Leaden  Dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  Crown  for  a pitiful  bald  Crown.  I 
¥a/jL  Well,  and  the  fire  of  Grace  be  not  quite  out  of  thee,  now  flialt  ,j 

thou  be  moved.  Give  me  a Cup  of  Sack  to  make  mine  Eyes  look  red,  | 

that  it  may  be  thought  I have  wept,  for  I muft  fpeak  in  paffion,  and  1 ,1 

will  do  it  in  King  Cmbyfes  vein.  y 

P;v>.  Well,  here  is  my  Leg.*  ^ j 

Yii/ft.  And  here  is  my  fpeech  : ftand  afide  Nobility.  I 

Hojiefy.  This  is  excellent  fport,  i’faith.  | ‘ 

Fii/Jl.  Harry,  I do  not  only  marvel,  where  thou  fpendeft  thy  time^  but 
alfo,  how  thou  are  accompanied : For  though  the  Camomil,  the  more  . 
it  is’trodden,  the  fafter  it  grows-,  yet  Youth,  the  more  it  is  wafted,  the  \ 
fooner  it  wears.  There  is  a thing,  Harry,  which  thou  haft  often  heard 
of,  and  it  is  known  to  many  in  our  Land,  by  the  name  of  Pitch  : this 
Pitch  (^s  ancient  Writers  do  report)  doth  defile  fo  doth  the  company 
thou  keepeft  : for  Harry,  now  I do  not  fpeak  to  thee  in  Drink,  but  in 
Tears  ^ not  in  Pleafure,  but  in  Paffion  *,  not  in  Words  only,  but  in  Woes  ' 

alfo  : and  yet  there  is  a vertuous  Man,  whom  I have  often  noted  in  thy 
company,  but  I know  not  his  Name. 

P;v;/.  What  manner  of  Man,  and  it  like  your  Majefty  ? 

Fa/.  A goodly  portly  Man  i’faith,  and  corpulent,  of  a chearful  Look,  , 
apleafingEye,and  a moft  noble  Carriage,  and  as  I think,his  Age  fome  fif- 
ty, or  (by’rlady)  inclining  to  threefcore  ^ and  now  I remember  me,  his 
Name  is  Fa/Jiaff:  If  that  Man  fhould  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceives  me^  * . 
for  Harry,  1 fee  Vertue  'in  his  Looks.  If  then  the  Tree  may  be  known  i 

by  the  Fruit,  as  the  Fruit  by  the  Tree,  tlien  peremptorily  I fpeak  it,  1 

there  is  Vertue  in  that  Fa/Jiaff:  him  keep  with,  the  reft  banifti.  And 
tell  me  now,  thou  naughty  Varlet,  tell  me,  where  haft  thou  been  this  ^ 
Month  > 

Yrin.  Do’ft  thou  fpeak  like  a King?  Do  thou  ftand  for  me,  and  Pll 
play  my  Father. 

Fa/.  Depole  me  : if  thou  doTt  it  half  fo  gravely,  fo  majeftically, 
both  in  Word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by  the  heels  for  a Rabbet-fuck- 
er, or  a Poulters  Hare. 

Fr  'm.  Well,  here  I am  let. 

Fa/ff  And  here  I ftand  : judge,  my  Mafters.  ^ 

Frin.  Now  Harry,  whence  come  you? 

Fa/fl.  Myl^oble  Lord,  from  Eaji-cheap.  \ 

Frin.  The  Complaints  I hear  of  thee,  are  grievous. 

Fa/jl,  r&ijth,  my  Lord,  they  arefalle ; Nay,  Pll  tickle  ye  for  a young  ; 
Prince.  ?ria*  \ 
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frin,  Sweareft  thou,  ungracious  Boy  ? henceforth  ne’re  look  on  me, 
thou  art  violently  carried  away  from  Grace:  there's  a Devil  haunts  thee, 
I in  the  likenefe  of  a fat  old  man^,  a Tun  of  Man  is  thy  Companion  : Why, 
that  Reverend  Vice,  that  grey  Iniquity,  that  Father  Ruffian,  that  Vani- 
‘ ty  in  years,  whcreia  ishe  good,  but  totafte  Sack  and  drink  it?  wherein 
neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a Capon  and  eat  it  ? wherein  Cunning, 
but  in  Craft  ? wherein  Crafty,  but  in  Villany  ? wherein  Villanous,  but 
in  all  things  ? wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing  ? 

' ¥d/Jl,  I would  your  Grace  would  take  me  with  you  : whom  means 
your  Grace  ? 

PW/7.  That  villanous  abominable  mif-Ieader  of'  Youth  that 

! old  white-bearded  Sathan. 

Yalft,  My  Lord,  the  man  I know. 

Ynn.  I know  thou  do’ft. 

Falfl,  But  to  fay,  I know  more  harm  in  him  than  in  my  felf,  were  to 
lay  more  than  I know.  That  he  is  old  (the  more’s  the  pity)  his  white 
hairs  do  witnefs  it : But  that  he  is  (faving  your  Reverence ) a Whore- 
matter,  that  I utterly  deny.  If  Sack  and  Sugar  be  a fault,  Heaven  help 
the  wicked  : if  to  be  old  and  merry,- be  a fin,  then  many  a Hoft  that  I 
know  is  damn’d : if  to  be  fat,  to  be  hated,  then  Fharaoh's  lean  Kine  are 
to  be  loved.  No,  my  good  Lord,  banilh  Fero^  banifti  Bardo/ph^  banifh 
Foi/?s  : but  for  fweet  Jack  Faijiajf]  kind  Jack  Falftaff^  true  Jack  Falftaff^ 
valiant  Jack  Falflaff^  and  therefore  more  valiant,  being  as  he  is  old  Jack 
Falllajf]  banifh  not  him  thy  Hanys  company  ^ banifh  plump  Jack^  and 
banifh  all  the  World. 

Pm.  I do,  I will.  ‘ 

Enter  Bardolph  running 

Bard.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  the  Sheriff  with  a moft  monftrous 
Watch,  is  at  the  door. 

¥a/Ji.  Out  you  Rogue,  play  out  the  Play  : I have  much  to  lay  in  the 
behalf  of  that  F'aljtaff. 

Enter  the  Uojtefs. 

Hoft,  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Fa/ft.  Heigh,  heigh,  the  Devil  rides  upon  a Fiddle-ttick : whaf s the 
matter  ? ' 

Hoft,  The  Sheriff  and  all  the  Watch  are  at  the  door : they  are  come 
to  learch  the  Houfe,  lhall  I let  them  in  ? 

Faljt,  Do’tt  thou  hear,  HaH  never  call  a true  piece  of  Gold  a.  Coun- 
terfeit: thou  art  effentially  m..d,  without  feemingfo. 

Pm.  And  thou  a natural  Coward,  without  inttinft. 

Faljl,  I deny  your  Major  if  you  will  deny  the  Sherift,  Ifo : if  not, 
let  him  enter.  If  I become  not  a Cart  as  well  as  another  man,  a plague 
on  my  bringing  up  : 1 hope  I fhall  as  loon  be  ftrangled  with  a Halter., 
as  another 

Frince,  Go  hide  thee  behind  the  Arras,  the  rett  walk  up  above.  Now 
my  Matters,  for  a true  Face  and  good  Confcience. 

Yalft,  Both  which  I have  had : but  their  date  is  out,  ancJ  therefore 
III  hide  me.  E 2 Frm^ 
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?rin.  Call  in  the  Sheriff. 

Enter  Sheriff  and  the  Carrier. 

Frince,  Now  Klafter  Sheriff*,  what  is  your  will  with  ine  ?- 

She.  F\x{\y  pardon  me,  my  Lord.  A Hue  and  Cry  hath  ioliowed  cer^ 
tain  men  unco  this  Houle. 

?nn.  What  Men  ? 

She.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  Lord,  a gmfs  fat  Man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  Butter. 

Frin.  The  man,  .1  do  affure  you  is  not  here. 

For  I my  felf  at  this  time  have  imploy’d  him  : 

And  Sheriff,  I will  engage  my  word  to  thee, 

That  I will  by  to  morrow  Dinner  time. 

Send  him  to  anfwer  thee,  or  any  Man, 

For  any  thing  he  lhall  be  charg’d  withal : 

And  fo  let  me  intreat  you,  leave  the  Houfe. 

' She.  1 will,  my  Lord : there  are  two  Gentlemen 
Have  in  this  Robbery  loft  three  hundred  Marks. 

Frin.  It  may  be  fb : If  he  have  robb’d  thefe  Men,  ’ 

He  lhall  be  anfwerable  : And  lb  farewel.  . . ■ , 

She.  Good  Night,  my  Noble  Lord. 

P/  in.  I think  it  is  Good  Morrow,  is  is  not  ? 

She.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I think  it  be  two  a Clock.  [Exit. 

Frin.  This  oyly  Rafcal  is  known  as  well  as  Pauls : go  call  him  forth. 

?e!o.  Falftaff ! Faft  afleep  behind  the  Arras,  and  fnorting  like  a 
Horle.  . , 

P/7>;.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  his  breath  :♦  Search  his  Pockets, 

He  fearcheth  his  Fockets.^  and jindeth  certain  Papers. 

P;  in.  What  haft  thou  found? 

Feio.  Nothing  but  Papers,  my  Lord. 

Frin.  Let’s  fee,  what  be  they  ? read  them. 

Feto.  Item,  a Capon.  iis.  ii  d. 

Item,  Sawce.  iiii  d. 

Item,  Sack,  two  Gallons.  vs.  viiid. 

Item,  Anchoves  and  Sack  after  Supper.  ‘ ii  s.  vi  d. 

Item,  Bread.  ob. 

Frince.  O monftrous,  but  one  half  penny-worth  of  Bread  to  this  into- 
lerable deal  of  Sack  ? What  there  is  elfe,  keep  clofe,  well  read  it  at 
more  advantage  : there  let  him  fleep  till  day.  Til  to  the  Court  in  the 
Morning : We  muft  all  to  the  Wars,  and  thy  place  lhall  be  honorable, 
ni  procure  this  fat  Rogue  a Charge  of  Foot,  and  I know  his  death  will 
be  a March  of  Twelve-fcore.  The  Money  lhall  be  pay’d  back  again 
with  advantage.  Be  with  me  betimes  in  the  Morning ; And  fb  good 
morrow  Feto.  * 

Feto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  Lord.  [Exeunt. 

AC  T. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

E/2ter  Hotipur,  Worcefter,  Lord  Mortimer,  Owen  Glendower. 

Promiles  are  fair,  the  Parties  fure, 

X And  our  Induftion  full  of  profperous  hope. 

Hotfp,  Lord  Mortimer^  and  Coyfin  Glendower^ 

Will  you  lit  down  ? 

And  Uncle  Wojxefter  •,  a plague  upon  it, 

I have  forgot  the  Map. 

Glend,  No,  here  it  is  *, 

Sit  Coulin  Lercy^  lit  good  Coufin  Hotfpur : 

For  by  that  Name,  as  oft  as  Lancajter  doth  fpeak  of  you. 

His  Cheeks  look  pale,  and  with  a riling  figh, 

He  wilheth  you  in  Heaven.  ’ 

Hotfp.  And  you  in  Hell,  as  oft  as  he  hears  Owen  Glendower  Ipoke 
of 

Glend.  I cannot  blame  him  : At  my  Nativity, 

The  front  of  Heaven  was  full  of  fiery  lhapes. 

Of  burning  Crellets : and  at  my  Birth,  ^ 

The  frame  and  foundation  of  the  Earth 
Shak’d  like  a Coward. 

.Hotfp.  Why  fo  it  would  have  done  at  the  lame  Seafon,if  your  Mothers 
Cat  had  but  kitten’d,  though  your  felfhad  never  been  born. 

Glend.  I fay  the  Earth  did  lhake  when  I was  born. 

Hotfp.  And  I fay  the  Earth  was  not  of'  my  mind  : 

If  you  luppofe,  as  fearing  you,  it  Ihook 

Glen.  The  Heavens  were  ail  on  fire,  the  Earth  did  tremble. 

Hotfp.  Oh,  then  the  Earth  Ihook. 

To  foe  the  Heavens  on  fire.  f 

And  not  in  fear  of  your  Nativity.  ' . / . 

Difoafed  Nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  ftrange  Eruptions : And  the  teeming  Earth 
Is  with  a kind  of  Cholick  pinch’d  and  vext. 

By  the  imprifoning  of  unruly  Wind 

Within  her  Womb:  which  for  enlargment  ffriving, 

Shakes  the  old  Beldam  Earth,  and  tumbles  down 
Steeples,  and  mols-grown  Towers. . At  your  Birth, 

Our  Grandam  Earth,  having  this  DUiemperature, 

In  paflion  Ihook. 

Glen.  Coufin  : Of  many  Men 
I do  not  bear  thefo  Croflings  : Give  me  leave 
To  tell  you  once  again,  that  at  my  Birth 
The  front  of  Heaven  was  full  of  fiery  lhapes. 

The  Goats  ran  from  the  Mountains,  and  the  Heards 
Were  Ifrangly  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields : 

Thefo 
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Thefe  Signs  have  mark’d  me  extraordinary, ' 

And  all  the  Courfes  of  my  life  do  fliew, 

I am  not  in  the  Roll  of  common  Men. 

Where  is  the  Living,  dipt  in  with  the  Sea, 

That  chides  the  Banks  of  England^  Scotland  and  Wales^ 

Which  calls  me  Pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  ? 

And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  Womans  Son, 

Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  i\rt, 

And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  Experiments. 

Hotfp.  I think  there's  no  Man  fpeaks  better  WpWh  > 
rii  to  dinner. 

Mort,  Peace,  Coufui  Fercy^  you  will  make  him  mad. 

Giend,  I can  call  Spirits  from  the  vaftie  Deep. 

Hotfp.  Why  fo  can  I,  or  fo  can  any  Man  : 

But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  ? 

Glend.  Why,  I can  teach  thee,  Coufin,  to  command  the  Devil. 

Hoifp.  And  I can  teach  thee,  Coufin,  to  fhame  the  Devil, 

By  telling  Truth.  Tell  Truth and  fhatne  the  Devil. 

If  thou  have  power  to  raife  him,  bring  him  hither. 

And  III  be  fworn,  I have  power  to  fhame  him  hence. 

Oh,  while  you  live,  tell  Truth,  and  fhame  the  Devil. 

Alort.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  this  unprofitable  Chat. 

Glend.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bidlingbrook  made  head 
Againft  my  power  : thrice  from  the  Banks  ofWye.^ 

And  Sandy -bottom  Severn.,  have  I fent  him, 

Bootlefs  home,  and  Weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home,  without  Boots, 

And  in  foul  VVeather  too. 

How  fcapes  he  Agues  in  the  Devil’s  name  ? 

Glend.  Come,  her’s  the  Map  ; 

Shall  we  divide  our  Right, 

According  to  our  threefold  order  ta’ne  ? 

Alort.  The  Arch-Deacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  Limits,  very  equally  : 

England.,  from  Trent.,  and  Severn  hitherto. 

By  South  and  Eaft  is  to  my  part  aflign’d  : 

All  Weft  ward,  Wales.,  beyond  the  Severn  fhore^ 

And  all  the  fertile  Land  within  that  bound. 

To  Oiven  Glendovoer : and  dear  Couze,  to  you 
The  remnant  Northward,  lying  off  from 
And  our  Indentures  Tripartite  are  drawn ; 

Which  being  fealed  enterchangeably, 

(A  bufinefsthat  this  Night  may  execute) 

To  morrow,  Coufin  Tercy.,  you  and  I, 

And  my  good  Lord  of  Worcefter.,  will  fet  forth. 

To  meet  your  Father,  and  the  Scottifh  Power, 

As  is  appointed  us  at  Shrewsbury.  _ 
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My  Father  Glendowcr  is  not  ready  yet, 

Nor  fhall  we  need  his  help  theie  fourteen  days : 

Within  that  fpace,  you  may  have  drawn  together 
Your  Tenants,  Friends,  and  neighbouring  Gentlemen. 

Glend,  A fhort  time  fhall  fend  me  to  you,  Lords: 

And  in  my  Condu£l  fhall  your  Ladies  come. 

From  whom  you  now  muft  ffeal,  and  take  no  leave, 

For  there  will  be  a world  of  Water  fhed, 

Upon  the  parting  of  your  Wives  and  you. 

Uotf^,^  Methinks  my  moity.  North  from  Burton  here, 

^In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  yours  : 

See,  how  this  River  comes  me  cranking  in. 

And  cuts  me  from  the  beft  of  all  my  Land, 

A.  huge  half  Moon,  a monftrous  Cantle  out. 

I’ll  have  the  Current  in  this  Place  damn’d  up, 

And  here  the  fmug,  and  Silver  Trent  fhall  run. 

In  a new  Channel,  fair  and  evenly  ; 

It  fhall  not  wind  with  fuch  a deep  indent. 

To  rob  me  of  fo  rich  a bottom  here. 

Glend.  Not  wind  ? it  fhall,  it  muff,  you  fee  it  doth. 

Mort,  Yea,  but  mark  how  he  bends  his  courfe. 

And  runs  me  up,  with  like  advantage  on  the  other  fide, 
Gelding  the  oppofing  Continent  as  much. 

As  on  the  other  fide  it  takes  from  you. 

lUore,  Yea,  but  a little  Charge  will  trench  him  here. 

And  on  this  North  fide  win  this  Cape  of  Land, 

And  then  he  runs  flraight  and  even. 

Hot/p.  I’ll  have  it  fo,  a little  Charge  will  do  it. 

Gknd,  111  not  have  it  alter’d. 

Hotfp,  Will  not  you  ? 

Glend.  No,  nor  you  fhall  not. 

Hotfp.  Who  fhall  fay  me  nay  > 

Glend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

Hotfp.  Let  me  not  underffand  you  then,  fpeak  it  in  Welfli. 

Glend.  I can  fpeak  EngUfh,  Lord,  as  well  as  you: 

For  I was  train’d  up  in  the  Fnglifh  Court : 

Where,  being  but  young,  I framed  to  the  Harp, 

Many  an  EngUfh  Ditty,  lovely  well. 

And  gave  the  Tongue  a helpful  Ornament  ^ 

A Vertue  that  was  never  feen  in  you. 

Hotfp.  Marry,  and  I am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  Heart, 

I had  rather  be  a Kitten,  and  cry  mew. 

Than  one  of  thefe  fame  meeter- Ballad  mongers : 

I had  rather  hear  a Brazen  Candleftick  tun’d, 

Or  a dry  Wheel  grate  on  the  Axle  tree. 

And  that  would  let  my  teeth  on  Edge, 

Nothing  fo  much  as  mincing  Poetrie  ^ 
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"Tis  like  the  forc'd  gate  of  a fhuffiing  Nag. 

Glend.  Come,  you  lhall  have  Trent  turn’d. 

Hotfp,  I do  not  care : 111  give  thrice  fo  much  Land 
To  any  well-deferving  Friend  ^ 

But  in  the  way  of  Bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
ill  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a Hair. 

Are  the  Indentures  drawn  *,  lhall  we  be  gone  > 

SCENE  IL  ‘ ‘ 

Enter  the  King^  Prince  ^"VVales,  and  others. 

King.  Lords,  give  us  leave : 

The  Prince  oitVales^  and  I, 

Mull  have  fome  private  Conference, 

But  be  near  at  hand, 

For  we  fhall  prelently  have  need  of  you.  [Exeunt  Lor  dp. 
1 know  not  whether  Heaven  will  have  it  lb, 

For  ibme  difpleafing  Service  I have  done  *, 

That  ill  his  fecret  Doom,  out  of  my  Blood, 

Hell  breed  Revengement,  and  a Scourge  fbr  me: 

But  thou  doft  in  thy  paflages  of  Life, 

Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  mark’d 
For  the  hot  Vengeance,  and  the  Rod  of  Heaven 
To  punifh  my  Misreadings.  Tell  me  elfe, 

Could  fiich  inordinate  and  low  deiires, 

Such  poor,  fuch  bare,  fucii  lew’d,  fuch  mean  Attempts, 

Such  barren  Fleafures,  rude  Society, 

As  thou  art  match’d  withall,  and  grafted  too. 

Accompany  the  greatnels  of  thy  blood, 

And  hold  their  level  with  thy  Princely  heart  ? 

Yrince.  So  pleale  your  MajeSy,  1 would  I could 
Quit  all  Offences , with  as  clear  excufe. 

As  well  as  1 am  doubtlels  I can  purge 
My  lelf  of  many  I am  charg’d  withal : 

Yet  fuch  extenuation  let  me  beg, 

I may  for  fome  things  true,  wherein  my  yoiiih 
Hath  faulty  wandred,  and  irregular. 

Find  pardon  on  my  true  fubmilTion. 

King,  Heaven  pardon  thee  : 

Yet  let  me  w^onder,  Harry ^ 

At  thy  Affebfions,  which  do  hold  a Wing  V 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  Anceflors, 

Thy  place  in  Council  thou  haft  rudely  loft, 

Which  by  thy  younger  Brother  is  fupply’d 
And  art  almoft  an  alien  to  the  Hearts 
Of  all  the  Court  and  Princes  of  my  blooda 
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The  Hope  and  ExpeQation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin’d,  and  the  Soul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  do  fore-think  thy  fall. 

Had  I fo  lavifh  of  my  Prelence  been. 

So  common  hackney’d  in  the  ways  of  men, 

So  ftale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  Company  ^ 

Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  Crown, 

Had  ftill  kept  loyal  to  Poffellion, 

And  left  me  in  reputelefs  Banilhment, 

A Fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 

By  being  leldom  feen,  I could  not  ffir, 

But  like  a Comet,  I was  wondred  at. 

That  Men  would  tell  their  Children,  This  is  he  : 

Others  would  fay,  where  ? which  is  Bullingbrook  ^ ^ 

But  now  there’s  not  an  eye 
But  is  a*weary  of  thy  common  fight. 

Save  mine,  which  hath  defifd  to  lee  thee  more:  • 

Which  now  doth,  that  I would  not  have  it  do. 

Make  blind  it  lelf  with  foolifli  tendernels. 

Yr  'ince,  I lhall  heareafter,  my  thrice  gracious  Lord, 

Be  more  my  felf. 

King.  For  all  the  World, 

As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then, 

.When  I from  France  let  forth  at  Ravenfpurg  •, 

And  even  as  I was  then,  is  Fercy  now : 

Now  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  Soul  to  boot. 

He  hath  more  worthy  Intereft  to  the  State 
Than  thou  the  Shadow  of  Succefiion  *, 

For  of  no  Right,  nor  Colour  like  to  Right, 

He  doth  fill  Fields  with  Harnefs  in  the  Realm, 

Turns  Head  againft  the  Lyon’s  armed  Jaws  *, 

And  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou^  < 

Leads  ancient  Lords,  -and  reverend  Bifhops  on 
To  bloody  Battels,  and  to  bruifing  Arms. 

What  never-dying  Honour  hath  he  got, 

Againft  renowned  Dowglas  ^ 

Thrice  hath  the  Hotfpur  Mars^  in  fwathing  Cloaths, 

This  infant-Warriour,  in  his  Entcrprifes, 

Difcomfited  great  Dowglas^  ta’ne  him  once, 

Enlarged  him,  and  made  a Friend  of  him. 

To  fill  the  Mouth  of  deep  Defiance  up. 

And  (hake  the  Peace  and  Safety  of  our  Throne. 

And  what  lay  you  to  this  ? Percy^  Northumberland^ 

The  Arch-Bifhops  Grace  of  Tork^  Dowglas^  Mortimer^ 

Capitulate  againft  us,  and  are  up. 

But  wherefore  do  I tell  this  News  to  thee  > 

Why,  Harry do  I tell  thee  of  my  Foes, 
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Which  art  my  near’ft  and  deareft  Enemy  > 

Thou  art  like  enough,  through  Vaflal  Fear, 

Bale  Inclination,  and  the  ftart  of  Spleen, 

To  fight  againft  me  under  Verde's  Pay, 

To  dog  his  Heels,  and  courtfie  at  his  Frowns. 

To  fhew  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

Vrince.  Do  nos  think  lb,  you  (hall  not  find  ir  lb : 
And  Heaven  ibrgive  them,  that  fb  much  have  fway’d 
Your  Majefties  good  Thoughts  away  from  me  : , 

f will  redeem  all  this  on  Perde's  Head, 

And  in  the  doling  of  fome  glorious  day, 

Be  bold  to  tell  you,  that  I am  your  Son, 

When  I will  w^ear  a Garment  all  of  Blood, 

And  ftain  my  Favours  in  a bloody  Mask  : 

Which  wafht  away,  (hall  fcowre  my  fhame  with  it. 
And  that  fhall  be  the  day,  when  eYe  it  lights, 

That  this  fame  Child  of  Honour  and  Renown, 

This  gallant  Hotfpur^  this  alFpraifed  Knight, 

And  your  unthought  of  Harry^  chance  to  meet ; 

For  every  Honour  fitting  on  his  Helm, 

Would  they  were  multitudes,  and  on  my  Head 
My  Shames  redoubled.  For  the  time  will  come, . 
That  I fhall  make  this  Northern  Youth  exchange 
His  Glorious  Deeds  for  my  Indignities  : 

Percy  is  but  my  Fador. 

Or  I will  tear  the  Reckoning  from  his  Heart. 

This,  in  the  the  Name  of  Heaven,  I promife  here  : 

The  which,  if  I promife,  and  do  furvive, 

1 do  belkxh  your  Majefty,  may  falve 
The  long-grovvn  Wounds  of  my  in  temperature : 

If'  nol,  the  erid  of  Life  cancels  all  Bands, 

And  I will  dye  a hundred  thoufand  deaths, 

E’er  break  the  fmalleff  parcel  of  this  Vow. 

Kwg.  A hundred  thoufand  Rebles  die  in  this  : 

Thou  fhalt  have  Charge,  and  Soveraign  Truit  herein. 
Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt  > thy  looks  are  full  of  fpeed. 

Blunt.  So  bath  the  bufinefs  that  I come  to  fpeak  of 
Lord  Mortimer  oi  Scotland  hath  fent  word, 

That  Dowglas  and  the  Englijh  Rebels  met 
The  eleventh  of  this  Month,  zt  Shrewsbury  : 

A mighty  and  a fearful  Head  they  are, 

(If  promifes  be  kept  on  every  hand) 

As  ever  offered  foul  play  in.  a State. 

King.  The  Earl  of  Weflmerland  let  forth  to  day : 
With  him  my  Son,  Lord  John  of  Lancajler  ^ 

For  this  Advertifement  is  five  days  old. 
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On  Wednefday  next  Harry ^ thou  (halt  ftt  forward : 

On  Tburjday^^  we  our  felves  will  march. 

Our  meeting  is  Bridgenorth : And  Harry ^ you  (hall  march 
Through  GloceJier-ihixQ : By  which  account, 

Our  bufinels  valued,  Ibme  twelve  days  hence. 

Our  general  Forces  zt  Bridgenorth  fhall  meet. 

Our  hands  are  full  of  bufinels  : Let’s  away. 

Advantage  feeds  them  far,  while  Men  delay. 

SCENE  III 

Enter  FalftafF,  and  Bardolph. 

Falft,  'Bardolph^  am  I not  fain  away  vilely,  fince  this  laft  a£lion  ? Do 
I not  bate  ? do  I not  dwindle  ? Why  my  skin  hangs  about  me  like 
an  old  Ladies  loofe  Gown  : I am  withered  like  an  old  Apple  John. 
Well  111  repent,  and  that  fuddenly,  while  I am  in  fome  liking  : I fhall 
be  out  of  Heart  fhortly,  and  then  I fhall  have  no  ftrength  to  repent. 
And  I have  not  forgotten  what  the  in-fide  of  a Church  is  made  of,  I am 
a Pepper  Corn,  a Brewers  Horle  : The  in-fide  of  a Church.  Company, 

' villanous  Company  hath  been  the  fpoil  of  me.  ’ . 

Bard.  Sir  John^  you  are  fb  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 

Faljl.  Why  there  it  is : Come,  ling  me  a bawdy  Song,  make  me  mer- 
ty : 1 was  as  virtuoully  given,  as  a Gentleman  need  to  be  •,  virtuous  e- 
nough,  fwore  little.  Dic’d  not  above  feven  times  a week,  went  to  a 
Bawdy- houfe  not  above  once  in  a quarter  of  an  hour,  paid  money  that 
I borrowed  three  or  four  times  : lived  well,  and  in  good  compafs ; And 
now  I live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  compafs. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  fb  fat.  Sir  John.,  that  you  muff  needs  be  out  of 
all  compafs  •,  out  of  all  reafbnable  compafs.  Sir  John. 

Faijl.  Do  thou  amend  thy  Face,  and  I II  amend  my  Life.  Thou  art 
our  Admiral,  thou  beareff  the  Lantern  in  the  Poop,  but  ’tis  in  the  Nofe 
of  thee  i thou  art  the  Knight  of  the  burning  Lamp. 

Bard.  Why,  Sir  John.,  my  Face  does  you  no  harm. 

FaIJi.  No,  I’ll  be  fworn  : I make  as  good  ufe  of  it,  as  many  a Man 
doth  of  a Deaths-Hea4,  or  a Memento  Mori  I never  fee  thy  Face,  but 
I think  upon  Hell  Fire,  when  thou  rann’ft  up  Gads  hill  in  the  night  to 
catch  my  Horfe,  if  I did  not  think  thou  hadfl:  been  an  Ignis  fatuus^  or  a 
Ball  of  Wild-fire,  there’s  no  purchafe  in  Money.  O,  thou  art  a perpe- 
tual Triumph,  an  everlafting  Bone  fire-light,  thou  haft  faved  me  a thou- 
fand  Marks  in  Links  and  Torches,  walking  with  thee  in  the  night  be- 
twixt Tavern  and  Tavern : But  the  Sack  that  thou  haft:  drunk  me,  would 
have  bought  me  light  as  good  cheap,  at  the  deareft.  Chandlers  in  Eu^ 
rope.  I have  maintain’d  that  Sala?nander  of  yours  with  fire,  any  time 
this  two  and  thirty  years,  Heaven  reward  me  fbr  it. 

Bard.  I would  my  Face  were  in  your  belly. 

Falji.  So  fhould  1 be  fure  to  be  heart-burn’d. 

F 2 


[_Exeunt. 


Enter 


36  King  HENRY  the  Fourth  ; 

Enter  Hojle/s, 

How  now,  Dame  Farlet  the  Hen,  have  you  enquir’d  yet  who  pick’d 
my  Pocket  ? 

Hoflefs.  Why,  Sir  John^  what  do  you  think,  Sir  John^  do  you  think 
I keep  Thieves  in  my’^Houfe?  I have  fearch’d,  I have  enquir’d,  fo  has 
my  Husband.  Man  by  Man,  Boy  by  Boy,  Servant  by  Servant : The 
right  of  a Hair  was  never  loft  in  my  Houfe  before. 

¥'a!ft.  Ye  lye,  Hoflefs  : Bardolph  was  fhav’d,  and  loft  many  a Hair  ^ 
and  111  be  fworn  my  Pocket  was  pick'd  •,  go  to,  you  are  a Woman, 

Hoflefs.  Who  r > I defie  thee.  I was  never  fo  call’d  fo  in  mine  own 
Houfe  before. 

Ealfl.  Go  to,  I know  you  well  enough. 

Hoftefs.  No,  Sir  John : You  do  not  know  me,  Sir  John  ^ I know  you, 
Sir  John  : You  owe  me  Money,  Sir  John.,  and  now  you  pick  a quarrel 
to  beguile  me  of  it : I bought  you  a dozen  of  Shirts  to  your  back. 

Valft.  Dowlas,  filthy  Dowlas : I have  given  them  away  to  Bakers 
Wives,  and  they  have  made  Boulters  of  them. 

Hojlefs.  Now  as  I am  a true  Woman,  Holland  of  eight  fhillings  an 
Ell You  owe  Money  here  befides.  Sir  John.,  for  your  Diet,  and  by- 
Dfinkings,  and  Money  lent  you,  four  and  twenty  pounds. 

Yalft.  lie  had  his  part  of  it,  let  him  pay. 

Hojlefs.  He?  alas!  he  is  poor,  he  hath  nothing. 

Yi/Jf.  How?  poor?  look  upon  his  face:  What  call  you  rich?  Let 
him  coyn  his  Nofe,  let  him  coynhis  Cheeks,  I’ll  not  pay  a Denier.  What, 
will  you  make  a Yonker  of  me?  Shall  I not  take  mine  eafe  in  mine  Inn, 
but  Khali  have  my  Pocket  pick’d?  I have  loft  a Seal-Ring  of  my  Grand- 
fathers, worth  forty  Mark. 

Hojlejs.  I have  heard  the  Prince  tell  him,  I know  not  how  oft,  that 
tliat  Ring  was  Copper. 

Yalfl^  How  > the  Prince  is  a Jack,  a Sneak-Cup : and  if  he  were  here, 
I would  cudgel  him  like  a Dog,  if  he  would  fay  fo. 

Enter  the  Prince  marching.,  ^//^Falftaff  meets  him.,  playing  on  hh 
Trnnehion  like  a Fife. 

Faljf.  How  now, Lad  ? is  the  wind  in  that  Door  E Muft  we  all  march  ? 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate  fafhion. 

Hoft.  My  Lord,  I pray  you  hear  me. 

?rince.  f\Tat  fay’ft  thou,  Miftrefs  Quickly  ? How  does  thy  Husband  ? 
I love  him  well,  he  is  an  honeft  Man. 

Hoflefs.  Good,  my  Lord,  hear  me. 

Falfl.  Prethee  let  her  alone,  and  lift  to  me. 

Prince.  What  fay’ft  thou,  Jack'> 

Falfl.  The  other  night  I fell  afleep  here  behind  the  Arras,  and  had 
my  Pocket  pickt : This  Houfe  is  turn’d  Bawdy-houfe,  they  pick  Pockets. 

Prince.  What  didft  thou  lofe,  Jack  ^ 

Falfl.  Wilt  thou  believe  me,  HaH  Three  or  four  Bonds  of  forty  pound 
a piece,  and  a Seal-Ring  of  my  Grand-fathers. 

frincc. 
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Vrince,  A trifle,  feme  eight-penny  mattter. 

Uoft,  So  I told  him,  my  Lord  v and  I Laid,  I heard  your  Grace  fay 
fb  : And  (my  Lord)  he  fpeaks  mofi:  vilely  of  you,  like  a foul-moutlfd 
Man  as  he  is,  and  faid  he  would  cudgel  you. 
frince.  What,  he  did  not } 

Hoft.  There’s  neither  Faith,  Truth,  nor  Woman  hood  in  me  el(e. 

¥aL  There’s  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a flude  Prune  •,  nor  no  more 
truth  in  thee  than  in  a drawn  Fox  : and  for  Woman-hood,  Maid-Mari- 
an  may  be  the  Deputies  Wife  of  the  Ward  to  thee.  Go  you  nothing, 
go. 

Hod.  Say,  what  thing  ? what  thing  > 

V'alft.  What  thing  > wdiy  a thing  to  thank  Heaven  on. 
hoft.  I am  nothing  to  thank  Heaven  on,  I would  thou  fliouldfl:  know 
it : lam  an  honed  Man’s  Wife  : and  letting  thy  Knighthood  afide,  thou 
art  a Knave  to  call  me  fb. 

¥alft.  Setting  thy  Womanhood  alide,  thou  art  a Bead  to  fay  other- 
wife. 

Hoft.  Say,  what  Bead,  thou  Knave  thou  ? 

Fell.  What  Bead  > Why  an  Otter. 

Vrin.  An  Otter,  Sir  fohti.^  why  an  Otter  ? 

Fal.  Why  ? fhe’s  neither  fifh  nor  flefh  , a Man  knows  not  where  to 
have  her. 

hoft.  Thou  art  an  unjud  man  in  faying  fb  ^ thou,  or  any  Man  knows 
where  to  have  me,  thou  Knave  thou. 

Frin,  Thou  fay’d  true,  Hodefs,  and  he  Handers  thee  mod  grofly. 
hoft.  So  he  doth  you,  my  Lord,  and  faid  this  other  day,  you  ow^’d 
him  a thoufand  pound. 

Fr'wee,  Sirrah,  do  I owe  you  a thoufand  pound  > 

Fal.  A thoufand  pound,  Hal?  a million  : thy  love  is  worth  a million : 
thou  ow’d  me  thy  love. 

hoft.  Nay,  my  Lord,  he  call’d  you  Jack,,  and  faid  he  would  cudgel 
you. 

FaL  Did  I,  Bardolph  ? 

Bar.  Indeed,  Sir  fohn.^  you  faid  fo. 

Fal.  Yea,  if' he  faid  my  Ring  was  Copper. 

?ri/2.  I fay  ’tis  Copper.  Dat’d  thou  be  as  good  as  thy  word  now  ? 
Fal.  Why,  Hal?  thou  know^’d,  as  thou  art  but  a man,  1 dare^  but  as 
thou  art  a Prince,  I fear  thee,  as  I fear  the  roaring  of  the  Lyons  Whelp. 
Frin.  And  why  not  as  the  Lyon  ? ' > 

Ftf/.  The  King  himfelf  is  to  be  feared  as  the  Lyon:  Do’fl  thou  think 
ril  fear  thee,  as  1 fear  thy  Father?  nay  if  I do,  let  my  Gudlc  break. 

Frit?.  O,  if  it  Ihould,  how  would  thy  guts  fail  about  thy  knees.  Why 
thou  horfon  impudent,  imbod  Rafcal,  if  there  were  any  thing  in  thy 
Pocket  but  Tavern  Recknings,  Memorandums  ofBawdy-Houfes,  undone 
poor  penny-worth  of  Sugar-candy  to  make  thee  long-winded  : And  yet 
you  will  dand  to  it,  you  will  liot  Pocket  up  Wrongs.'  r Art  thou  not 
afham’d  ? 
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FaL  Doft  thou  hear,  Hal?  Thou  know’ft  in  the  ftate  of  Innocency, 
Adam  fell  •,  and  what  would  poor  Jack  FaIJiaff  do,  in  the  days  of  Vil* 
lany  ? Thou  feeft,  I have  more  flefli  than  another  man'^and'  therefore, 
frailty.  You  confefs  then  you  pickt  my  Pocket  ? 

?n/2.  It  appears  fo  by  the  Story. 

Fa/.  Hojiefs,  I forgive  thee  : 

Go  make  ready  Breakfaif,  love  thy  Husband, 

Look  to  thy  Servants,  and  cherifh  thy  Guefts  r 
Thou  lhalt  find  me  traftable  to  any  honeft  Reafon  : 

Thou  feelf,  I am  pacified  ftill. 

Nay,  1 preethee  be  gone.  [ Ex/i  Hoflefs. 

Now,  A^/,  to  the  news  at  Court  for  the  Robbery,  Lad  } 

How  is  that  anfwered  ? ?rin.  O my  fweet  Beef : . 

I muft  (fill  be  good  Angel  to  thee. 

The  Money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal.  O,  I do  not  like  that  paying  back,  ’tis  a double  Labour. 

Fr  'in.  I am  good  Friends  with  my  Father,  and  may  do  any  thing. 

Fal.  Rob  me  the  Exchequer  the  firft  thing  thou  do’ft,  and  do  it  witK 
un-wafh’d  hands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  Lord. 

Frin.  I have  procured  thee,  Jack.^  a Charge  of  Foot. 

Fal.  I would  it  had  been  of  Horfe.  Where  fhall  I find  one  that  can 
Real  well  ? O,  for  a fine  Thief,  of  two  and  twenty,  or  thereabout  : I 
am  hainoufly  unprovided.  Well,  God  be  thanked  for  thele  Rebels, 
they  offend  none  but  the  Virtuous.  I laud  them,  I praife  them. 

Frhi.  Bardolph.  Bar.  My  Lard. 

Frin.  Go  bear  this  Letter  to  Lord  John  of  Lancajler^  to  my  Brother 
John.  This  to  my  Lord  of  JF ejlmerland : 

Go  Fcio.,  to  Horfe  : for  thou,  and  I, 

Have  thirty  Miles  to  ride  yet  e’re  dinner  time. 

Jack.,  meet  me  to  Morrow  in  the  Temple-Uall  ^ 

At  two  a Clock  in  the  Afternoon, 

There  (halt  thou  know  thy  Charge,  and  there  receive 
Money,  and  Order  for  their  Furniture. 

The  Land  is  burning,  Fercy  ftands  on  hie. 

And  either  they,  or  we,  muft  lower  lie. 

Fal.  Rare  words  : brave  World, 

Hojtejs^  my  Breakfaft,  come  ; 

Oh,  I could  wilh  this  Tavern  were  my  Drum.  [Exeunt  omnes. 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Harry  Hotlpur,  Worcefter,  and  Dowgias. 

ELL  laid,  my  Noble  Scot,  if  Ipeaking  truth- 
W In  this  fine,Age  were  not  thought  Flattery, 

" - Such  ^ 
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Such  attribution  fliould  the  Dovoglas  have, 

As  not  a Souldier  of  this  Seafons  ftamp, 

Should  go  fo  general  currant  through  the  World. 

By  Heaven  I cannot  flatter  : I defie 
The  Tpngues  of  Soothers.  But  a braver  Place 
In  my  Heart’s  love,  hath  no  Man  than  your  Self 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word : approve  me,  Lord. 

Dow.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Honour  ; 

No  Man  fo  potent  breathes  upon  the  Ground, 

But  1 will  Beard  him. 

E?2ter  a Meffenger, 

Hot,  Do  fo,  and  ’tis  well.  Whk  Letters  haft  thou  there  > I can  but 
thank  you.  MeJ.  Thefe  Letters  come  from  your  Father, 

hot.  Letters  from  him  ? Why  comes  he  not  himfelf  > 

MeJ]'.  He  cannot  come,  my  Lord,  He  is  griveous  fick. 

Hot,  How  ? has  he  the  leifure  to  be  fick  now. 

In  fuch  a juftling  time  ? who  leads  his  Power  } 

Under  whole  Government  come  they  along  ? 

Mejf.  His  Letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I his  mind. 

Wor,  I prethee  tell  me,  doth  he  keep  his  ? 

MeJ][.  He  did,  my  Lord,  four  days  e’re  I fet  forth : 

And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence, 

He  was  much  fear’d  by  his  Phyfician. 

Wor.  I would  the  ftate  of  time  had  firft  been  whole, 

E’re  he  by  Sicknels  had  been  vifited  •, 

His  Health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hotfp.  Sick  now  ? droop  now?  this  ficknels  doth  infe£l 
The  very  Life-blood  of  our  Enterprife, 

’Tis  catching  hither,  even  to  our  Camp. 

He  writes  me  here,  that  inward  Sicknefs, 

And  that  his  Friends  by  deputation 

Could  not  lb  foon  be  drawn  : nor  did  he  think  it  meet 

To  lay  fo  dangerous  and  dear  a truft 

On  a Soul  remov’d,  but  on  his  own. 

Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  Advertifement, 

That  with  our  fmall  Conjun£tion  we  Ihould  on. 

To  fee  how  Fortune  is  diipos’d  to  us, 

For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now, 

Becaule  the  King  is  certainly  pofleft 
Of  all  ourPurpoles.  What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Wor.  Your  Father’s  ficknels  is  a maim  to  us, 

Hotfp.  A perillous  Gafh,  a very  Limb  loft  off  : 

And  yet,  in  faith,  ’tis  not  his  prelent  want 
Seems  more  than  we  (hall  find  it. 

Were-  it  good,  to  fet  the  exa£f  Wealth  of  all  our  States 
All  at  one  Caft  ? to  let  fo  rich  a Mine 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  Hour, 


It 


4b  K//z^  HENRY  the  Fourth 

It  were  not  good : for  therein  fhould  we  read' 

The  very  bottom,  and  the  Soul  of  hope, 

' The  very  Lift,  the  very  utmofl  bound 
Of  all  our  Fortunes. 

Dowg.  faith,  and  fo  we  fliould, 

A comtort  of  Retirement  lives  in  this. 

Hotfp.  A Rendezvous  at  Home  to  flie  unto. 

If  that  the  Devil  and  Mifchance  look  big 
Upon  the  Maidenhead  of  our  Affair. 

War.  But  yet  I would  your  Father  had  been  here  : 

The  Quality  and  Heir  of  our  Attempt 
Brooks  no^Divifion  : It  will  be-thought 
By  fbme,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away. 

That  Wifdom,  Loyalty,  and  meer  Diflike 
Of  our  Proceedings,  kept  the  Earl  from  hence. 

And  think,  how  liich  an  Apprehenfion 
May  turn  the  Tide  of  fearful  Faftion, 

And  breed  a kind  of  Queftion  in  our  Caufe  : . 

This  abfence  of  your  Father  draws  a Curtain, 

That  fhews  the  ignorant  a^kind  of  fear 
Before  not  dreamt  of. 

hotfp.  You  ftrain  too  far. 

I rather  of  his  Abfence  make  this  ufe: 

It  lends  -a  Luftre,  and  more  great  Opinion, 

A larger  Dare  to  your  great  Enterprize, 

Than  if  the  Earl  were  here  : for  men  muff  think, 

If  we  without  his  help,  can  make  a Head 
To  pufh  againff  the  Kingdom  : with  his  help. 

We  fhall  oYeturn  it  topfie-turvy  down. 

Yet  all  goes  well,  yet  all  our  joynts  art  whole. 

Dowg.  As  heart  can  think; 

There  is  notfuch  a word  fpoke  of  in  Scotland.^ 

As  this  Dream  of  Fear. 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 
hotjp.  My  Coufin  Vernon.^  welcome  by  my  Soul. 

Vern.  Pray  God  my  News  be  worth  a welcome,  Lord. 
The  Earl  oi  Weft mer land feven  thoufand  ffrong, 

- Is  marching  hither-wards  with  Prince  John, 

HotJ'p.  No  harm  : what  more  ? 

Vern,  And  further,  I have  learn’d, 

The  King  himfelf  in  Perfon  hath  fet  forth, 

Or  hither- words  intended  fpeedily, 

With  ffrong  and  mighty  Preparation. 

hotfp.  He  fhall  be  welcome  too, 

Where  is  his  Son, 

The  nimbleTooted  Mad-cap,  Prince  oEWales.^ 

And  his  Comrades,  that  daft  the  World  afide, 
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And  bid  it  pals  > 

Vern.  All  furnilht,  all  in  Arms, 

All  plum’d  like  Eftridges,  that  with  the  Wind 
Baited  like  Eagles,  having  lately  bath’d. 

Glittering  in  Golden  Coats,  like  Images, 

As  full  of  Spirit  as  the  Month  of  / 

And  gorgeous  as  the  Sun  at  Mid*fummcr, 

Wanton  as  youthful  Goats,  wild  as  young  Bulls, 

I faw  young  JJarr^f  with  his  Beaver  on. 

His  Culhes  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm’d. 

Rife  from  the  ground  like  feathered  Mercury^ 

And  vaulted  with  fuch  eafe  into  his  Seat, 

As  if  an  Angel  dropt  down  from  the  Clouds 
To  turn  and  wind  a fiery  Yegafus^ 

And  witcht  the  world  with  noble  Horfemanlhip. 

Hotfp,  No  more,  no  more  ^ 

Worfe  than  the  Sun  in  March^ 

This  Praife  doth  nourilh  Apes  ; let  them  come. 

They  come  like  Sacrifices  in  their  trim. 

And  to  the  fire-ey’d  Maid  of  fmoaky  War, 

All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them: 

The  mailed  Mars  fliall  on  his  Altar  fit 
Up  to  the  ears  in  Blood.  I am  on  fire, 

To  here  this  rich  Reprizal  is  fb  nigh. 

And  yet  not  ours.  Come,  let  me  take  my  Horfe, 

Who  is  to  bear  me  like  aThunder-bolt, 

Againft  the  bofom  of  the  Prince  of  Wales, 

Harry  to  Harry ^ fhall  not  Horle  to  Horfe 
Meet,  and  n'e’re  part,  till  one  drop  down  a Coarle  ? 

Oh,  that  Glendower  were  come. 

Ver,  There  is  more  News  : 

I learn’d  in  Worcefter^  as  I rode  along. 

He  cannot  draw  his  Power  this  fourteen  days, 

Dowg.  Thaf  s the  word  Tidings  that  I hear  of,  yet. 

Wor,  I5  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a frofty  found. 

Hot/p.  What  may  the  Kings  whole  Battel  reach  unto  ? 

Ver  To  thirty  thouland. 

Hot.  Forty  let  it  be, 

My  Father  and  Glendower  being  both  away. 

The  Power  of  us  may  lerve  lb  great  a day. 

Come,  let  us  take  a Mufter  fpeedily : 

Dooms  day  is  near  •,  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Howg,  Talk  not  of  dying,  I am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  deaths  hand,  fbr  this  one  half  year.  [^Exeunt  omnes. 
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Enter  FalftaflF  end  Bardolph. 

Falft,  Bardolph^  get  thee  before  to  Coventry^  fill  me  a Botile  of  Sack, 
our  Souldiers  (hall  march  through  ; we’ll  to  Sutton  cop-hill  to  Night. 
Bard.  Will  you  give  me  Money,  Captain  > 
taiji.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard,  This  Bottle  makes  an  Angel 

And  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour ; And  if  it  make  twenty, 
take  them  all,  III  aniwer  the  Coynage.  Bid  my  Lieutenant  Teto  meet 
me  at  the  Towns  end. 


Bard.  I will  Captain  : farewell  lExir. 

i'alji.  If  I be  not  afham’d  of  my  Souldiers,  I am  a fowc’t  Gurnet : 
I have  mif  us'd  the  Kings  Prefs  damnably.  I have  got,  in  exchange  of 
a hundred  and  fifty  Souldiers,  three  hundred  and  odd  pounds.  I prefe 
me  none  but  good  Houfe -holders.  Yeomens  Sons : enquire  me  out  con- 
tracted Batchelors,  fuch  as  had  been  ask’d  twice  on  the  Banes : fuch  a 
Commodity  of  warm  Slaves,  as  had  as  lieve  hear  the  Devil,  as  a Drum  5, 
fuch  as  fear  the  report  of  a Caliver,  vvorfe  than  a ftruck-Fool,  or  a hurt 
Wild  Duck.  I preff  me  none  but  fuchToftes  and  Butter,  with  hearts 
in  their  Bellies  no  bigger  than  Pins  heads,  and  they  have  bought  out 
their  Services : And  now  my  whole  Charge  confifts  of  Ancients,  Corpo- 
rals^ Lieutenants,  Gentlemen  of  Companies,  Slaves  as  ragged  as  Lazarus 
in  the  painted  Cloth,  where  the  Gluttons  Dogs  licked  his  Sores  j and 
fuch  as  indeed  were  never  Souldiers,  but  difcarded  unjuft  Servingmen, 
younger  Sons  to  younger  Brothers  -.  Revolted  Tapfters  and  Oftlers,  Trade- 
tain,  the  Cankers  of  a calm  World,  and  long  Peace,  ten  times  more  dif 
honc>urable,  ragged,  than  an  old  fac’d  Ancient  •,  and  fuch  have  I to  fill 
up  the  Rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  Services:  That  you 
would  think,  that  I had  a hundred  and  fifty  tatter’d  Prodigals,  lately 
come  from  Swine-keeping,  from  eating  Draff  and  Husks.  A mad  fel- 
low met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me,  I had  unloaded  all  the  Gibbets, 
and  preft  the  dead  Bodies.  No  eye  hath  feen  fuch  Skar-Crows ; I’ll  not 
march  through  Coventry  with  triem,  that’s  flat.  Nay,,  and  the  Villaimv 
march  wide  betwixt  the  Legs,  as  if  they  had  Gyves  on  ^ for  indeed,  I 
had  the  molt  of  them  out  of  'Prifbn.  There’s  not  a Shirt  and  a half  in 
all  my  Company : and  the  half  Shirt  is  two  Napkins  tack’d  together, 
and  thrown  over  the  Shoulders  like  a Heralds  Coat,  without  fleeves : 
And  the  Shirt,  to  fay  the  truth,  ftoln  from  my  Hoft  of  S.  Albans  •,  or 
the  Red-Nofe  Inn  keeper  of  Dayntry.  But  that’s  all  one,  they’l  find 
Linnen  enough  on  every  Hedge. 

Enter  the  Prince.^  and  the  L W ^ Weftmerland. 

Prince.  How  now,  blown  Jack  ^ how  now,  Quilt  ? ‘ 

What,  Hal^  How  now,  mad  Wag,  what  a Devil  do’ft  thou  in 
Warwick’-(h\rt>  My  good  Lord  oi'  Wejlmerland.^  I cry  you  mercy,  I 
thought  your  Honour  had  already  been  at  Shretvsbu;y. 

Weft.  ’Faith,  Sir  John.^  ’tis  more  than  time  that  1 were  there,  and  you 
.too:  But  my  Powers  are  there  already.  The  King,  I can  tell  you, 
looks  for  us  all  *.  we  muft  away  all  to  Niglit.  ta/ft. 
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Falft.  Tut,  never  fear  me,  l am  as  vigilant  as  a Cat,  to  fteal  Cream. 

Vrtrice.  I think  to  fteal  Cream  indeed,  for  thy  theft  rhath  already 
made  thee  Butter : But  tell  me,  Jack^  whofe  Fellows  are  thefe  that 
come  after  ? Mine,  Ual^  mine. 

Yrlnce.  I did  never  iee  liich  pitiful  Rafcals. 

Fa/Jl,  Tut,  tut,  good  enough  to  tols : food  for  Powder,  food  for  Pow- 
der : they’ll  fill  a Pit,  as  well  as  better : tufh  Man,  mortal  Men,  mortal 
Men.  . 

Wejim.  I,  but  Sir  methinks  they  are  exceeding  poor  and  bare, 
too  beggarly. 

Fai.  Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I know  not  where  they  had  that  ^ and 
for  their  barenels,  I am  fure  they  never  learn’d  that  of  me. 

Pm.  No,  I’ll  be  fworn,  unlels  you  call  three  fingers  on  the  Ribs, 
bare.  But,  firrah,^make  hafte.  Percy  is  already  in  the  Field. 

Fa/Ji.  What,  is  the  King  encamp’d  > 

Weft,  He  is,  John^  I fear  we  fhall  ftay  too  long. 

Falft,  Well,  to  the  latter  end  of  a Fray,  and  the  beginning  of  a Feaft, 
fits  a dull  Fighter,  and  a keen  Gueft.  [Exeunt. 

S C E N E in. 

Enter  Hotlpur,  Worcefter,  Dowglas,  and  Vernon. 

We’ll  fight  with  him  to  Night.  Wore.  It’ may  not  be. 

Dowg,  You  give  him  then  advantage.  Vern.  Not  a whit. 

Hot.  Why  fay  you  fb  ? looks  he  not  for  Supply  ? 

Vern.  So  do  we.  Hotfp.  His  is  certain.  Ours  is  doubtful. 

Wore.  Good  Coufin  be  advis’d,  ftir  not  to  Night. 

Vern.  Do  not,  my  Lordv  Dowg,  You  do  not  counfel  welh 
You  fpeak  it  out  of  fear,,  and  cold  heart.  - 

Vern.  Do  me  no  fl^nder,  Dowglas : By  my  Life, 

And  I dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  Life, 

If  well-refpe£fed  Honour  bid  me  on, 

I hold  as  little  counfel  with  weak  fear. 

As  you,  my  Lord,  or  any  Scot  that  this  day  lives. 

Let  it  be  feen  to  morrow  in  the  Battle, 

Which  of  us  fears.  Dowg.  Yea,  or  to  night. 

Vern,  Content.  To  night,  lay  I. 

Vern.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be.  • 

I wonder  much,  being  Men  of  fuch  great  Leading  as  you  are,  \ ’ 

That  you  forefee  not  what  Impediments 
Drag  back  our  Expedition ; certain  Horle 
Of  my  Coufin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up, 

Your  Uncle  WorceftePs  Horfe  came  but  to  day. 

And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  afl'eep. 

Their  Courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull. 

That  not  a Horfe  is  half  the  half  of  himfelf. 

Hotfp.  So  are  the  Horfe  of  the  Enemy 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  : 
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The  better  part  of  Ours  are  full  of  reft. 

Wore.  The  number  of  the  Kings  exceedeth  ours : 

For  Gods  fake,  Coufin,  ftay  tilFall  come  in. 

The  Trumpet  founds  a Tarley.  Enter  5/>  Walter  Blunt. 
Blunt.  I come  with  gracious  oiFers  from  the  King, 

If  you  vouchfafe  me  hearing,  and  refpeft. 

Hetfp.  Welcome,  Sir  Walter  Blunt : 

And  would  to  God  you  were  of  our  determination. 

Some  of  us  love  you  well : and  even  thofe  fome 
Envy  your  great  Defervings,  and  good  Name, 

Becaufe  you  are  not  of  our  Quality, 

But  ftand  againft  us  like  an  Enemy. 

Blunt.  And  Heaven  defend,  but  ftill  I Ihould  ftand  fo, 

So  long  as  out  of  Limit,  and  true  Rule, 

You  ftand  againft  Anointed  Majefty. 

But  to  my  Charge. 

The  King  hath  fent  to  know 

The  Nature  of  your  Griefs,  and  whereupon 

You  conjure  from  the  breaft  of  Civil  peace. 

Such  bold  Hoftility,  teaching  his  dutious  Land 
Audacious  Cruelty.  It  that  the  King 
Have  any  way  your  good  Deferts  forgot. 

Which  he  conteffeth  to  be  manifold, 

He  bids  you  name  your  Griefs  ^ and  with  all  fpeed 
You  ftiall  have  your  defires,  withintereft  : 

And  Pardon  ablblute  for  your  felf,  and  thefe, 

Herein  mis-led  by  your  fuggeftion. 

The  King  is  kind : 

And  well  we  know,  the  King 

Knows  at  what  time  to  Promite,  when  to  Pay. 

My  Father,  my  Uncle,  and  my  felf. 

Did  give  him  that  lame  Royalty  he  wears : 

And  when  he  was  not  fix  and  twenty  ftrong, 

Sick  in  the  Worlds  regard,  wretched  and  low, 

A poor  unminded  Out-law,  fneaking  home, 

My  Father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  there  : 

And  when  he  heard  him  fwear,  and  vow  to  God, 

He  came  to  be  but  Duke  ot  Tancafler^ 

To  fue  out  his  Livery,  and  beg  his  Peace, 

With  tears  of  Innocency,  and  terms  of  zeal : 

My  Father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov’d, 

Swore  him  affiftance,  and  perform’d  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  Lords  and  Barons  of  the  Realm 
Perceiv’d  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 

They  more  and  lets  came  in  with  Cap  and  Knee, 

Met  him  in  Boroughs,  Cities,  Villages, 


With  the  Humours  of  Sir  JohnFalftaff,  45 

A ttended  him  on  Bridges,  flood  in  Lanes, 

Laid  Gifts  before  him,  proffer’d  him  their  Oaths, 

Gave  him  their  Heirs,  as  Pages,  followed  him, 

Even  at  the  Heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  prelently,  as  greathefsknows  it  felfj 
Steps  me  a little  higher  than  his  Vow 
Made  to  my  Father,  while  his  Blood  was  poor^ 

Upon  the  naked  fhore  at  Ravenfpurg : k. 

And  now  (forfooth)  takes  on  him  to  refotm 
Some  certain  Edi&s,  and  Ibme  flrait  Decrees, 

That  lay  too  heavy  on  the  Common  wealth  •, 

Cries  out  upon  Abufes,  feems  to  weep 
Over  his  Countreys  Wrongs : and  by  his  Face, 

This  feeming  Brow  of  Juftice,  did  he  win 
The  Hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for. 

Proceeded  further,  ciit  me  oft  the  Heads 

Of  all  the  Favourites,  that  the  abfent  King  > 

In  deputation  left  behind  him  here. 

When  he  was  perfonal  in  the  Irijh  War. 

Blunt.  Tut,  I came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then  to  the  point.  • . 

In  fhort  time  after,  he  depos’d  the  King, 

Soon  after  that,  depriv’d  him  of  his  Life  : 

And  in  the  neck  of  that,  task’t  the  whole  State. 

To  make  that  worle,  fuffer’dhis  Kinfman  March^ 

Who  is,  if  every  Owner  were  right  plac’d. 

Indeed  his  King,  to  be  engag’d  in  Wales^ 

There,  without  Ranfom,  to  lie  forfeited: 

Disgrac’d  me  in  my  happy  Viftories, 

Sought  to  intrap  me  by  intelligence, 

Rated  my  Uncle  from  the  Council  Board, 

In  rage  difinifs’d  my  Father  from  the  Court,.. 

Broke  Oath,  committing  Wrong  on  Wrong, 

And  in  conclufion,  drove  us  to  feek  out 
This  Head  offafety^^  and  withal,  to  prie 
Into  his  Title : the  which  we  find 
Too  indireft,  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I return  this  anfwer  to  the  King  > 
hotjp.  Not  fo.  Sir  Walter. 

We’ll  withdraw  a while : 

Go  to  the  King,  and  let  there  be  impawn’d 
Some  furety  for  a fafe  return  again, 

■ And  in  the  morning  early  (hall  my  Uncle 
Bring  him  our  purpofe:  andfo  farewell. 

Blunt.  I would  you  would  accept  of  Grace  and  Love . 
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Hotfp.  And 't  may  be,  fo  we  lhall.  ' 

Blunt.  Pray  Heaven  you  do.  {Exemr. 


A C T V.  S G E N E I. 

Enter  the  Kirig^  Yrince  Wales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Weft- 
morland,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Falftaff. 

King.T  TOw  bloudily  the"^un  begins  to  peer 

JijL  Above  yon  busky  hill : the  Day  looks  pale 
At  his  Dirtemperature  ^The  Trumpet  foundt. 

Enter  Worcefter. 

King.  How  now,  my  Lord  of  Worfter  > Tis  not  well 
That  you  and  I fhould  meet  upon  fuch  terms. 

As  now  we  meet.  You  have  deceiv’d  our  Truft, 

And  made  us  dolF  our  eafie  Robe  of  Peace, 

To  crufti  our  old  Limbs  in  ungentle  Steel  •, 

This  is  not  well,  my  Lord,  this  is  not  well. 

What  fay  you  to  it  ? Will  you  again  unknit 
This  churlifh  Knot  of  all-abhorred  War  ? 

And  move  in  that  Obedient  Orb  again, 

Where  you  did  give  a fair  and  natural  light, 

.And  be  no  more  an  exhal’d  Meteor,  ] v 

A Prodigie  of  Fear,  and  a Portent  } , 

Of  broached  Milchief,  to  the  unborn  Time? 

Alor.  Hear  me,  my  Liege  : ■ 

For  mine  own  part,  I could  be  well  content  / 

To  entertain  the  La^-end  of  my  life  5 - . , 

With  quiet  hours : tori  do  proteft,  . 

1 have  not  fought  the  day  of  this  diflike. 

King.  You  have  not  fought  it:  hovy  come  it  then  ? ' 

Fa/Jl.  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

Prin.  Peace,  Chewet,  peace. 

TKor.  It  pleas’d  your  Majefty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  Favour,  from  my  Self^  and  all  our  Houfe  , 

And  yet  I muft  remember  you,  my  Lord, 

We  were  the  firft,  and  deareft  of  your  Friends  ; 

For  you,  my  Staff  of  Office  did  I break 
In  Richard's  time,  and  polled  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kifs  your  hand. 

When  yet  you  were  in  place,  and  in  account 
Nothing  fb  ftrong  and  fortunate,  as  I ^ 

It  was  my  fclf,  my  Brother,  and  his  Son,  . 

That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdare 
The  danger  of  the  time.  You  fwore  to  us,  . 

And  you  did  fwear  that  Oath  to  Doncafter.^ 

That  you  did  nothing  of  purpole  *gaii5l  the  State, 
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Nor  claim  no  further,  then  your  new- fain  right, 

The  Seat  of  Gaunt ^ Dukedom  of  Lancajler, 

To  this,  wefwareour  aid;  But  infhort  fpace 
It  rain’d  down  Fortune  fhowring  on  your  head, 

And  fuch  d floud  of  Greatnefs  fell  on  you* 

And  being  fed  by  us,  you  us’d  us  fo; 

As  that  ungentle  gull  the  Cuckows  Bird 
Ufeth  the  Sparrow,  did  opprefs  our  Neft, 

Grew  by  our  Feeding,  to  fo  great  a Bulk, 

That  even  our  Love  durft  not  come  near  your  fight 
For  fear  of  fwallowing  : But  with  nimble  wing 
We  were  infored  for  Safety’s  fake  to  fly 
Out  of  your  fight,  and  raife  this  prefent  Head, 

Whereby  we  (land  oppofed  by  fuch  means  ' 

As  you  your  felf  have  forg’d  againft  your  felf^ 

By  unkind  Ufage,  dangerous  Countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  Faith  and  Troth 
Sworn  to  us  in  your  younger  Enterprize. 

King.  Thele  things  indeed  you  have  articulated, 

Proclaim’d  at  Market  Crofles,  read  in  Churches, 

To  face  the  Garment  of  Rebellion : ’ 

And  never  yet  did  Infiirreftion  want  / 

Such  Water-colours,  toimpainthis  Caufe; 

Nor  moody  Beggars,  ftarving  for  a time 
Of  Pell-mell  Havock,  and  Confufion. 

?rin.  In  both  our  Armies,  there  is  many  a Soul 
Shall  pay  full  dearly  for  this  Encounter, 

If  once  they  joyn  in  Trial  Tell  your  Nephew, 

The  Prince  of  Wales  doth  joyn  with  all  the  World 
In  praiie  of  Henry  fercy  : By  my  Hopes, 

This  prefent  Enterprize  fet  off  his  head, 

I do  not  think  a braver  Gentleman, 

More  A£live,  Valiant,  or  more  valiant  young, 

More  daring,  or  more  bold,  is  now  alive, 

T o grace  this  latter  Age  with  Noble  Deeds. 

For  my  part,  I may  fpcak  it  to  my  fhame, 

I have  a Truant  been  to  Chivalry, 

' And  fo  1 hear  he  doth  account  me  too ; 

! Yet  this  before  my  Fathers  Majefty, 

1 am  content  that  he  fhall  take  the  odds 
I Of  his  great  Name  and  Efiimation, 

And  will,  to  fave  the  Blood  on  either  fide, 

Try  Fortune  with  him,  in  a Single  Fight. 

King.  And,  Prince  of'  Wales^  fo  dare  we'venture  thee. 

Albeit,  Confiderations  infinite 

Do  make  againft  it : No,  good  Worjier^  no, 

; We  love  our  People  well  ^ even  thole  we  love 
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That  are  mifled  upon  your  Coufins  part : 

And  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  Grace  : 

Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  Man 
Shall  be  my  Friend  again,  and  III  be  his. 

So  tell  your  Coufin,  and  bring  me  Word, 

What  he  will  do.  But  if  he  will  not  yield, 

Rebuke  and  dread  Correftion  wait  on  us, 

And  they  fhall  do  their* Office.  So  be  gone. 

We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply. 

We  offer  fair,  tal;e  it  advifedly.  Worcdler. 

Prin.  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  Life, 

The  Dowglas  and  the  Hotfpur  both  together. 

Are  confident  againlf  the  World  in  Arms. 

King.  Hence  therefore,  every  Leader  to  his  Charge,' 

For  on  their  Anfwer  will  we  let  on  them  ^ 

And  God  befriend  us,  as  our  Caule  is  juft.  \Exeunt. 

Manet  Prince  and  FalftafF. 

Pal  Hal^  if  thou  fee  me  down  in  the  Battel, 

And  beftride  me,  fo  ^ lis  a point  of  Friendfhip.  ^ • 

Prin.  Nothing  but  a Colofllis  can  do  thee  that  Friendfhip : 

Say  thy  Prayers,  and  farewell 

Pa/Ji.  I would  it  were  Bed-time,  Hal^  and  all  well. 

Prin,  Why,  thou  oweft  Heaven  a death. 

Pal.  Tis  not  due  yet : I would  be  loth  to  pay  him  before  his  day. 
What  need  I be  lb  forward  with  him  that  call's  not  on  me  > Well,  'tis  i 

no  matter.  Honour  pricks  me  on  ? But  now  if  Honour  prick  me  off  j 

when  I come  on  ? Flow  then  ^ Can  Honour  let  to  a leg  ? No  : or  an  | 

arm  > No ; Or  take  away  the  grief  of  a Wound  ? No ; Honour  hath  no 
skill  in  Surgery  then  > No.  What  is  Honour  ? a Word.  What  is  that 
Word  Honour  ? Air  : A trim  Reckoning.  Who  hath  it  ? He  that  dy'd  ' 

a Wednefday.  Doth  he  feel  it  > No.  Doth  he  hear  it  ? No.  Is  it  i 

infenfible  then?  yea,  to  the  Dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with  the  living  > 1 

No.  Why  ? Detra£f ion  will  not  fuffer  it,  therefore  I'll  none  of  it.  Ho- 
nour is  a meer  Scutcheon,  and  fo  ends  my  Catechifm.  [Ex/r. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Worcefter,  and  Sir  Richard  Vernon. 

Wor.  Ono,my  Nephew  muft  not  know,  SirR/V&W, 

The  liberal  kind  Offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  'Twere  beft  he  did. 

^/\/ or.  Then  we  are  all  undone. 

It  is  not  poffible,  it  cannot  be. 

The  King  would  keep  his  Word  in  loving  us, 

He  will  fulpefl  us  ftill,  and  find  a time 
To  Punifli  this  Offence  in  other  Faults, : 

Suppofition,  all  our  lives  fhall  be  ftuck  full  of  Eyes  1 
And  we  fhaJil  feed  like  0;x;ea  Stall; 
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The  better  cherifli’d,  ftill  the  nearer  death. 

My  Nephews  trelpafs  may  be  well  forgot. 

It  hath  the  excufe  of  Youth,  and  heat  of  Bloud, 

And  an  adopted  Name  of  Priviledge, 

A hare-brain’d  Hotfpur^  govern’d  by  a Spleen  : 

All  his  Offences  live  upon  my  Head, 

And  on  his  Fathers.  We  did  train  him  on. 

And  his  Corruption  being  tane  from  us, 

We  as  the  Spring  of  all,  (hall  pay  for  all : 

Therefore,  good  Coufin,  let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  Cafe,  the  Offer  of  the  King. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  v^^ill.  Til  (ay  ’tis  fo. 

Here  comes  your  Coufin. 

Enter  Hotlpur. 

Hot,  My  Uncle  is  return’d  : 

Ddiv^  my  Lord  of  Weflmerland, 

Unde,  - • ••  News  ? 

Wo/  ; . . dng  will  bid  you  Battel  prelently, 

Dow,  i/efie  ti  -n  by  the  Lord  of  Weflmer land 
Hot,  Lord  Dcwglas : Go  you  and  tell  him  fo. 

Dow,  Marry  and  Iriall,  and  very  willingly. 

[ Exit  DowglaSo 

Wor,  There  is  no  feeming  mercy  in  the  King. 

Hot,  Did  you  beg  any  > God  forbid. 

^ Wor,  I told  him  gently  of  our  Grievances. 

Of  his  Oath  breaking : which  he  mended  thus, 

By  now  forfwearing  that  he  is  forfworn. 

He  calls  us  Rebels,  Traitors,  and  will  fcourge 
^With  haughty  Arms,  this  hateful  Name  in  us. 

Enter  Dowglas. 

Dow,  Arm,  Gentlemen,  to  Arms,  for  I have  thrown 
A brave  defiance  in  King  Henries  teeth  : 

And  Weflmerland  that  was  ingag’d  did  bear  it. 

Which  cannot  choofe  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  Prince  of  Wales  ftept  forth  before  the  King,' 

And,  Nephew,  challen^d  you  to  fingle  fight.  . 

Hot.  O,  would  the  Quarrel  lay  upon  our  Heads,  vj 
And  that  no  Man  might  draw  (hort  breath  to  day. 

But  I and  Harry  Monmouth.  Tell  me,  tell  me, 

How  (hew’d  his  Talking  ? Seem'd  it  in  contempt  ? •; 

Ver.  No,  by  my  Soul:  I never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a Challenge  urg’d  more  modeftly , 

Unlefs  a Brother  (hould  a Brother  dare 
To  gentle  Exercile  and  proof  of  Arms. 

He  gave  you  all  the  Duties  of  a Man, 

Trim’d  up  your  Prailes,  with  a Princdy  Tongue, 

Spoke  your  Defervings  like  a Chronicle, 
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Making  you  ever  better  than  his  Praife,  , . . . \ ^ 

By  ftill  difpraifing  Praife,  valu  d with  you  : 

And  which  became  him  like  a Prince  indeed, 

He  made  a bluihing  cital  of  himfelf, 

And  chide  his  Trewant  Youth  fo  with  a Grace, 

As  if' he  mattered  there  a double  Spirit 

Of  teaching  and  of  learning  inftantly : • 

There  did  he  pauie.  But  let  me  tell  the  World, 

If  he  out  live  the  Enyy  of  this  day,  ^ 

England  did  never  owe  fb  fweet  a hope, 

So  much  mifeonftrued  in  his  Wantonnefs. 

Hot.  Coufin,  I think  thou  art  enamoured  j 

On  his  follies  : never  did  I here 

Of  any  Prince  lb  wifd  at  Liberty.  • 

But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  eYe  night,  j 

I will  embrace  him  with  a Souldiers  Arm, 

That  he  (hall  (brink  under  my  courtefie. 

Arm,  arm  with  (peed, 

Enter  Mejjenger, 

Mef.  My  Lord,  here  are  Letters  fbr  you. 

Hot,  I cannot  read  them  now.  ; 

O Gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  (hort-. 

To  fpendthat  fhortnefs  bafely  ^ were  too  long. 

If  life  did  ride  upon  a Dials  point. 

Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 

And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  Kings  : 

If  dye  ^ brave  death,  when  Princes  dye  with  us. 

Now  for  our  Confciences,  the  Arms  is  fair. 

When  the  intent  for  bearing  them  is  juft.  ^ 

Enter  another  Mejjenger, 

Mef,  My  Lord,  prepare,  the  King  comes  on  apace. 

Hot,  I thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  off  from  my  tale  : 

For  I profefs  not  talking : Only  this. 

Let  each  man  do  his  bett.  And  here  I draw  my  Sword,  ' 

Whofe  worthy  temper  I intend  to  ftain 
With  the  bett  blood  that  I can  meet  withall, 

In  the  Adventure  of  this  perillous  day. 

Now  Efperance  Fercy^  and  let  on  : 

Sound  all  the  lofty  Inftruments  of  War, 

And  by-:that  Mufick,  let  us  all  embrace: 

For  Heaven  to  Earth,  fome  of  us  never  (hall,  ^ ^ 

A lecond  time  do  fuch  a courtelie. 

They  embrace^  the  Trumpets  founds  the  King  entreth  with  his  Power^  4 
iarm  unto  the  Battel,  Then  enter  Dowglas  and  Sir  Walter  Blunt. 

thyName,  that  in  Battel  thus  thou  crolleft  me  ? 

What  Honour  doeft  thou  fcek  upon  my  Head  > 
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"Dow,  Know  then  my  name  is  Doio^/as^ 

And  do  haunt  thee  in  the  Battel  thus, 

Becaufe  fome  tell  me,  that  thou  art  a King. 

They  tell  thee  true. 

Dow,  The  Lord  of  Stafford  here  to  day  hath  bought 
Thy  likenels:  for  inftead  of  thee.  King  Harry^ 

This  Sword  hath  ended  him,  lb  (hall  it  thee, 

Unlefs  thou  yield  thee  as  a Prilbner. 

Bhf,  I was  not  born  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scot, 

And  thou  (halt  find  a King  that  will  revenge  ^ 

Lord  Stafford's  death. 

Figbt^  Blunt  is  flain^  then  enters  Hotlpur. 

Hot,  0 Dowglas^  hadft  thou  fought  at  Holme  don  thus, 

I never  had  triumphed  o’re  a Scot. 

Dow,  All’s  done,  all’s  won,  here  breathlels  lies  the  Kina 

Hot,  Where  ? 

Dow,  Here. 

Hot,  This,  Dowglas  > No,  I know  this  face  full  well, 

A gallant  Knight  he  was,  his  name  was  B/unt^ 

Semblably  furnifh’d  like  the  King  himfelf 

Dow,  Ah  fool : go  with  thy  Soul  whither  it  goes. 

A borrowed  Title  haft  thou  bought  too  dear. 

Why  didft  thou  tell  me,  that  thou  wert  a King  ? 

Hot,  The  King  hath  many  marching  in  his  Coats. 

Dow,  Now  by  my  Sword,  I will  kill  all  his  Coats, 
ril  murtherall  his  Wardrobe  piece  by  piece. 

Untill  I meet  the  King.  - 

Hot,  Up  and  away. 

Our  Souldiers  ftand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [E;<eant, 

Alarm,,  and  enter  FalftaiF  folus. 

Yah  Though  I could  (cape  (hot-free  at  London,,  I fear  the  (hot  here  : 
here’s  no  fcoring,  but  upon  the  pate.  Soft,  who  art  thou  ? Sir  Walter 
Blunt ^ there’s  Honour  for  you:  here’s  no  Vanity,  I am  as  hot  as  moul- 
ten  Lead,  and  as  heavy  too  ^ Heaven  keep  Lead  out  of  me,  I need  no 
more  weight  than  mine  own  Bowels.  I have  led  my  Rag  of  MutEans 
where  they  are  pepper’d  : There’s  not  three  of  150  left  alive,  and  they 
for  the  Towns  end,  to  beg  during^Life.  But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Yrince, 

Brin,  What  ftand’ft  thou  idle  here?  lend  me  thy  Sword, 

Many  a Noble  Man  lies  ftark  and  ftiff  - 
Under  the  hooves  of  vaunting  Enemies, 

Whofe  deaths  are  unreveng’d.  Prethee  lend  me  thy  Sword.  . 

Fal,  O Hal,,  I prethee  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a while.  Turk  Gre- 
gory never  did  fuch  deeds  in  Arms  as  I have  done  this  da"y,  I have  pay’d 
Percy ^ I have  made  him  fure. 

Yrin,  He  is  indeed,  and  living  to  kill  thee  •, 

I prethee  lend  me  thy  Sword. 
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Falff,  Nay,  Ha/,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get’ft  not  my  Sword,  but  take 
my  Piftol  if  thou  wilt. 

PrtTi.  Give  it  me : What,  is  it  in  the  Cafe  > 

Fa/.  1 Ha/,  Y\s  hot : There’s  that  will  Sack  a City. 

The  Prince  draws  out  a Bott/e  of  Sack. 

Prin,  What,  is  it  a time  to  jeft  and  dally  now  ? [Ex/t. 

Throws  it  at  him. 

Fa/Ji.  If  Percy  be  alive.  Til  pierce  him : if  he  do  come  in  my  way, 
lo  : If  he  do  not,  if  I come  in  his  ( willingly  ) let  him  make  a Carbo- 
nado of  me,  I like  not  fuch  grinning  Honour  as  Sir  W a/ter  hath : Give 
me  life,  which  if  I can  fave,  fo : if  not,  Honour  comes  unlook’d  for,  and 
there’s  an  end.  . [ Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Hot/ pur. 

Hot.  If  I miftake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

Prin.  Thou  fpeakeft  as  if  I would  deny  my  Name. 

Hot.  My  Name  is  Harry  Percy. 

Prin.  Why  then  I fee  a very  valiantRebel  of  ±atName. 

I am  the  Prince  oPWa/es,  and  think  not  Percy, 

To  fhare  with  me  in  glory  any  more  : 

Two  Stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  Sphere, 

Nor  can  one  Eng/and  brook  a double  Reign, 

Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  Prince  of  Wa/es. 

Hot.  Nor  fhall  it,  Harry,  for  the  Hour  is  come 
To  end  the  one  of  us-,  and  would"  to  Heaven, 

Thy  Name  in  Arms,  were  now  as  great  as  naine. 

Prin.  Ill  make  it  greater,  e’re  I part  from  thee. 

And  all  the  budding  Honours  on  thy  CreR, 

III  crop,  to  make  a Garland  for  my  Head. 

Hot.  I can  no  longer  brook  thy  Vanities.  [Eight. 

Enter  FalftafF. 

Fa/.  Well  fiid,  Ha/,  to  it  Ha/.  Nay,  you  fhall  find  no  Boys  play 
here,  I can  tell  you. 

Enter  Dowglas,  he  fights  with  FalftafF,  who  fa//s  down  as  if  he  is  dead. 

The  Prince  ki//eth  Percy. 

Hot.  Oh  Harry  thou  haft  rob’d  me  of  my  Youth : 

I better  brook  the  lois  of  bitter  Life, 

Than  thofe  proud  Titles  thou  haft  won  of  me. 

They  wound  my  Thoughts  worfe,  than  the  Sword  my  Flefh : 

But  thought’s  the  Have  of  Life,  and  Life  Time’s  Fool  ^ 

And  Time,  that  takes  lurvey  of  all  the  World, 

Muft  have  a ftop.  O,  I could  Prophefie, 

But  that  the  Earth,  and  the  cold  hand  of  death. 

Lyes  on  my  Tongue:  No,  Percy,  thou  art  duft 
And  food  for 

Prin.  For  Worms,  brave  Percy.  Farewel  great  Heart: 
lll-weav’d  Ambition,  how  much  ar?  thou  fhrunk  ? 
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When  that  this  Body  did  contain  a Spirit, 

A Kingdom  for  it  was  too  fmall  a bound  : 

But  now  two  paces  of  the  vileft  Earth 

Is  room  enough.  This  Earth  that  bears  thee  dead. 

Bears  not  alive  fo  llout  a Gentleman. 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  Praife  with  thee  to  Heaven, 

Thy  ignominy  fleep  with  thee  in  the  Grave, 

But  not  remembred  in  thy  Epitaph. 

What  ? Old  Acquaintance  ? Could  not  all  this  flclh 
Keep  in  a little  life  > Poor  farewel: 

I could  have  better  fpar’d  a better  Man. 

O,  I fhould  have  a heavy  mils  of  thee. 

If  I were  much  in  love  with  Vanity. 

Death  hath  not  ftuck  fo  fat  a Dear  to  day, 

Tho’  many  dearer  in  this  bloody  Fray : 

Imboweird  will  I fee  thee  by  and  by. 

Till  then,  in  blood  by  Noble  Percy  lye.  f Exit, 

Falftaft'  rtfeth  up, 

Faljl.  Imbowelled  ! if  thou  imbowel  me  to  day,  111  give  you  leave 
to  powder  me,  and  eat  me  too  to  morrow.  Twas  time  to  counterfeit, 
or  that  hot  Termagant  Scot  had  paid  me  Scot  and  Lot  too.  Counter- 
feit ! I am  no  Counterfeit  ^ to  dye  is  to  be  a Counterfeit,  for  he  is  but 
the  Counterfeit  of  a Man,  who  hath  not  the  Life  of  a Man  : But  to 
counterfeit  dying,  when  a Man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no  Counterfeit,  but 
the  true  and  perfeft  Image  of  Life  indeed.  The  better  part  of  Valour,  is 
Difcretion  ^ in  the  which  better  part,  I have  laved  my  Life.  I am  afraid 
of  this  Gun -powder though  he  be  dead.  How  if  he  fhould  coun- 
terfeit too,  and  rife,  I am  afraid  he  would  prove  the  better  Counterfeit. 
Therefore  Pll  make  him  fure,  yea,  and  Pll  Iwearl  have  kill'd  him.  Why 
may  not  he  rife  as  well  as  I ? Nothing  confutes  me  but  Eyes,  and  no  bo- 
dy fees  me.  Therefore,  Sirrah,  with  a new  Wound  in  your  thigh  come 
you  along  with  me.  [Ta/ces  Hotlpur  on  hk  back. 

Enter  Prince  John  ^ Lancafter. 

Ptin.  Come  Brother  John^  full  bravely  haft  thou  flelh’d  thy  Maiden 
Sword. 

John,  But  foft,  who  have  we  here? 

Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  Man  was  dead  > 

^ Pr  'in.  I did,  1 faw  him  dead, 

Breathlefs,  and  bleeding  on  the  ground : Art  thou  alive, 

Or  is  it  Fantafie  that  plays  upon  our  Eye  light  ? 

I prethee  fpeak,  we  will  not  truft  our  %es 
Without  our  Ears.  Thou  art  not  what  thou  feem'ft. 

Falft,  No,  that’s  certain  : I am  not  a Double  Man  : but  if  I am  not 
Jack  Fa/Jfaff^  then  am  I a Jack  : There  is  Percy^  if  your  Father  will  do 
me  any  Honour,  fo  *,  if  not,  let  him  kill  the  next  ?ercy  himfelf.  I look 
cither  to  be  Earl  or  Duke,  I can  affure  you. 

frin.  Why,  ?ercy  I kill’d  my  felf,  and  law  thee  dead. 

Pa/.  Did’ft  thou  ? Lord,  Lord,  how  the  world  is  given  to  Lying  ? I 
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grant  you  I was  down,  and  out  of  Breath,  and  fo  was  he,  but  we  role 
both  at  an  inftant,  and  fought  a long  hour  by  Shrewsbury  Clock  if  I 
may  be  believed,  fo  if  not,  let  them  that  fhould  reward  Valour  bear 
the  fin  upon  their  own  heads.  Ill  take!  on  my  death  I gave  him  this 
wound  in  the  Thigh:  if  the  man  were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  I 
would  make  him  eat  a piece  of  my  Sword. 

John.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  tale  that  e’re  I heard. 

Prin.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Fellow,  Brother  John. 

Come  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back  : 

For  my  part,  it  a lye  may  do  thee  grace, 
rU  gild  it  with  the  happieft  terms  I have. 

A Per  eat  is  fouitded. 

The  Trumpets  found  Retreat,  the  day  is*  ours  : 

Come  Brother,  let’s  to  the  higheit  of  the  Field, 

To  fee  what  Friends  are  living,  who  are  dead.  [ Exeunt. 

Fa/.  Ill  follow  as  they  fay,  for  Reward.  He  that  rewards  nie,  Hea« 
yen  reward  him.  If  I do  grow  great  again.  III  grow  lefs?  for  FlI 
purge,  and  leave  Sack,  and  live  cleanly,  as  a Noble  man  fhould  do.  . 

lExit. 

SCENE  IV. 


The  Trumpets  Sound. 

Enter  Eing.^  Prince  of  V^ales,  Lord  John  of  Lancafter,  Earl  of  Weft- 
^merland,  Worcefter  a W Vernon 
King.  Thus  ever  did  Rebellion  find  Rebuke. 

Ill-fpirited  Worcefter.,  did  we  not  fend  Grace, 

Pardon,  and  terms  of  Love  to  all  of  you  ? 

And  would’ft  thou  turn  our  Offers  contrary  > 

Wor.  What  I have  done,  my  fafety  urg’d  me  to. 

And  I embrace  this  Fortune  patiently, 

Since,  not  to  be  avoided,  it  falls  on  me. 

King.  Bear  Worcefter  to  death,  and  Vernon  too. 

Other  Offenders  we  will  paufe  upon. 

[^Exit  Worcefter  and  Vernon. 
King.  Then  this  remains : that  we  divide  our  Power. 

You  Son  John.,  and  my  Coufin  Weflmerland 
Towards  %rk  fhall  bend,  you  with  your  deareft  fpeed 
To  meet  Northumberland.,  and  the  Prelate  Scroop.^ 

Who  (as  we  here.^  are  bufily  in  Arms. 

My  felf^  and  Son  HarrY  will  towards  Wales., 

To  fight  with  Glendower.,  and  the  Earl  Q^  March. 

Rebellion  in  this  Land  fhall  lofe  his  way. 

Meeting  the  Check  offuch  another  day  ^ ^ 

And  fince  this  bufinefs  fo  ^r  is  done. 

Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won.  [Exeunt. 
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